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TO THE INGENVOVS Reavt. 


T2 Sit hath been a cuſtome oflong "F-FIM"4] 
&)} as well in Rome the Capitall City,as in diuers 
@ other renowned Cities of the world, to hauc 
A the lives of Princes and worthy men, acted in 
& their Theatres,and eſpecially the conqueſts & 
victories which their owne Princes and Captains had obtai- 
ned, thereby to incourage their youths to follow the Reps of 
thcir anceſters; which cuſtome euen for the ſame purpoſe, is 
| tolerated in our Age, although ſome peeuiſh | people 
feeme to diſhike of it: Amongſt ſo many yaliant Princes of 
our Engliſh Nation, yvhoſe liues haue already euen cloyed 
the Stage, Iſcarched the Chronicles of elder ages,vyhercin 
I found amongſt divers renoyvned perſons, one Brittiſh 
Prince, who of his enemies, receiued the title of Valiant Brit- 
tame his name was Caradoc,he was King of Siwria,Ordonica, 
and March,which Countries are now called, Sourh-Wales, 
Naorth-Wales,and the Marches;and therefore being borne in _ 
Woales,and King of Wales, I called him the valiant Welſhman; 
he lived about x i yere of our Lord, 70. Cornelius Tacitus 1n 
his 1 2.booke,ſayth,that hee held warres 9.ycars againſt all 
the Romanepuiſlance; but in the end hee was betrayed by 
Cartiſmanaa Queene of Brigance, and ſo conuayed toRome 
intriumph,ſo that the name of Caradoc was famous in Rome 
at that time : wherefore finding him ſo highly cammended 
amongſt the Romans, who were then Lords of all the world, 
and his enemies; I thought it fit amongſt ſo many Worthies, 
 Whoſeliues haue already been both acted and printed, his life 
hauing already bin ated with _ applauſe, to be likewiſe 
worthy the printing; m—_— that you will cenſure indiffe- 


rently of it;and ſo 1 bid you farevvell, 
A 3 The 


The Actors names. 


Foreane. | © Gederis King of Brittaine, 
Rs — Gald his brother, © 
Ottanian King of North-Wales.\S\Cenuſuns Duke of Yorke, 
Gunner his daughter. | I Cartiſmanda his wife. 
Codigune his baſe ſonne. BClandirs C eſar the Emperour. 
The Duke of Cornewall. ; 'Offorins Scapula the Romane 
The Earle of Gloster, | Lieutenant. 

Morgan Earle of Angleſey. Marcus Gall:cus his ſonne. 


Pheanaer his ſoane,the Fayry Aanlins Valens,and Ceſſins 
champion. | Nafiua,2.Tribunes of the 
Ratſbare his man, A Jugler. | Romanes. | 
Cadallan Prince of March, with, = A Witch,and her-ſonne Bluſo. 
his three ſons, and his daugh- 9 The Clowne with a Company of 


ter Voada. & Ruſtickes, 
Caradoc, Mamnron and Conſlan- > AS hepheard. 
me. | An olde man. 


AAenmenth ant ſurper, 


ActTys T, Secunda 


Fortune deſcends downe from heauen' to the Stage, and then ſhee 
cals foorth foure Harpers, that by the ſound of their CMu- 
fitke they night awake the ancient Bardh, a kind ofWeljh : 


Pogg ,who long agoe was there mmtoombed. 


Fortane. 


| This Stage and Theater ot mortall men, 
Whole acts and ſcenes diuifible by me, © 
Sometime preſent a ſwelling Tragedy 
Of diſcontented men: fometimes againe 
My {miles can mould him to a Comicke yayne: 
Sometimes like Nrobe,in teares I drowne 
This Microcoſme of man; and to conclude, 
I ſeale the Leaſe of mans beatitude: | 
Amoneglt the ſcuerall obie&s of my frownes, 
Amongſt the ſundry {ubiects of my ſmiles, 
Among(t ſo many Kings houſde vpin clay, 
Behold,I bring a King of Cambria: - 
To whom great Pzrrhxs, Hettor poyſdein ſcales 
_ Of dauntlefle valour, weighes nor thisPrince of Wales, 


Husfrom the high Imperiall Seare of /oxe, 
Romes awfull Goddefle, Chaunce, deſcends toview 


Be 


THE VYALIANT 


Be dumbe you ſcornefull Engliſh,whoſec blacke mouthes 
 Haue dim'd the glorious ſplendor of thoſe men, 
. _ Whoſerelolution merites Homers penne: 
—Andyou, the types of the harmonious ſpheares, 
Call with your filuer tones, that reuerend Bardh, 
That long hath ſlept within his quiet vrne, 
And let his tongue this Welſhmans Creſt adorne, 


The Harpers play, and the Bardh riſeth from 
| hu T ombe. 


__ Bardh Whos this diſturbs my reſt? 
Fortune, None, Poet Laureat:but a kind requeſt 
Fortune prefers vnto thy ayry ſhape, 
That once thou wouldſt in well-tunde meeter fing 
The high-\wolne fortunes of a worthy King, 
"That valiant Welſhman, Caradoc by name, 
That foylde the haughty Romanes,crackt their fame. 
Bardh. 1 well remember,powerfull Deity, 
Arch-gouerneſle of this terreſtrial] Globe, 
Goddeſle of all mutation man affords, 
That in the raigne of Romes great Emperour, 
Ycleped Claudian,when the Bryttiſh Ile 
Was tributary to that conquering See, 
This worthy Prince ſuruiued, whoſe puiſſant might 
Was not inferiour to that ſonne of ore, 
 Who,in his cradle chokte two hideous Snakes. 
Which,fince my Foxtuneis to ſpeake his worth, 
_ . MyvrmoſtCkill aliue ſhall paint him forth. 
Fort, Then to thy taske, graue Bardh:tell to mens eare, 
Fame plac't the valiant Welſhman in the ſpheare. Ext. 
| Bardh. Then,fince I needs muſt tell the high defignes 
Of this braue Welſhman,that ſucceeding times, 
In leaues of gold,mayregiſter his name, 
And reare a Pyramys vnto his fame; 
This onely doe I crauc,that in my fong, 


WELSHMAN, 

* Artention guyde your eares,filence your tonpue. 
Then —_— Ro _ ,Whoſe kno ing "EH 
Of your diuiner parts ſ{corne to inſiſt 
On lenſuall obie&s,or on naked ſenſe, 

Bur on mans kugheſt Alpes,Intelligence, 

For to plebeyan wits,it is as good, 

As to be filent,as not ynder ſtood, 

Before faire /ales her happy. Vnion had, 
Bleſt Vnion, that ſuch happineſſe did bring, 
Like to the azure roofe of heauen full packt 
Wick thoſe great golden Tapers of the night, 
Whoſe ſpheares ſweat with their numbers infinite; 
So was it with the ſpacious bounds of Wales, 
Whoſe firmament contaynd two glorious ſonnes, 
Two Kings,both mighty in their arch-c6mands, 
Though both not lawfull in their gouernement : 
The one Oftaxian was,to whom was left, 

By lineall deſcent,cach gouernment : 

But that proud Earle of Munmomh ſealing fire, 
Of high ambition did one throne aſpire, 

Which by baſe vſurpation he deraines. 

Of lawfull (right)vnlawfull treaſon g aines. 
Twiſe,in woken ſet Battalions, - 

| The baſe vſurper Munmonth got the day: 

And now Oftaxian ſpurde with griefe and rage, 
Conducted by a more propitious ſtarre, 

Himlſelfe in pcrſon comes to Shrewsbury, 

Where the great Earle of March,great in his age, 


OO 


\  Butgreater in the circuit of his power, 


Yer greateſt in the fortunes of his ſonmes, S R 
The Father of our valiant VVelſhman calld, pe] 
Himſclfe,his warlike ſonnes, and all doth bring, 
 ToſupplantTreaſon,and to plant their King. 

No more Ile ſpeake : but this olde Barde intreats, 


To keepe your vaderſtanding and your ſeates. | 
= 7. : 
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ACTYVS 1. SCENA 2, 


Exter ar of Northwales, Gloſter, C odigunet 


baſe ſonne, organ,Earle of e Angleſey, and be 
fooliſh ſonne with Frldiers. SO 


 Oftanian, Gloſter, Lord Codigune, 
And Noble Horgan, Earle of Angleley, 
Can the vſurping name of Monmonth liue 
VVithin the wyry confines of your ſoules, 
wo And not infect the pureſt temprature 
| _—_— Of loyalty and ſworne allegecance, 
\ * Wl = With that baſe Apoplexiec of reuolr, 
" Andegre appetite of ſoueraigne might, 
Counting the greateſt wrong, the greateſt right? 
Full many Moones hauec theſe two aged lights 
 Beheld in peacefull wiſc : Now,to my mh 
 Whenthe pure oyle,that fed theſe aged Lampes, 
\ Is almoſt ſpent, and dimly thines thole beames, 
That in my youth darted forth ſpritcfull rayes, 
> Muſt now dic miſerable and yndone, 
By monſtrous and baſe vſurpation, 
Coaig. Thrite noble king, be patient,this I reade, 
The Gods haue feet of wooll,but hands of lead: 
: And therefore in reuenge as ſure,as flow, 
| What though two Royall Armies we haue loſt? 


: =... Hethat beares man about him, mult be croſt : - F 
6 = And thatbafe Monmowth,that with his rp merge ; 

n 1} Fon '_ Salutesthe Sunne, may with the Sunne fal dead. F 
| For baſe Rebclliou drawes marabreah, . ..: © ; 
That in the day ſhe moues,ſhe moues to death : EP | 

And like the Marigold opens with the Sunne, ; 


But at the night her pride 1s ſhut and done. 

Morgan. Harke you;me Lord Codigune, | 

By the pones of Saint Tawy,you haue prattied to the King 
| | | A PIear 


- 


Herald » BO ſee. . 


In more auſpicious time,then thy 


WELSHMAN. 


a great deale of good Philicke,and for this one of her good 


lefſons and deſtrugions, how call you it, be Cad,I know 
not very well,l wil fight for you with all the George Stones, 
or the Urſa mators vnder the Sunnes, Harke you me,Kings: 
I pray you now,good Kings, kaue your whimbling, and 
your great proclamations : let death come at her, and ha 
can catch her,and pray God bleſle her. As for the Rebell 


HMonmonth,I kanow very well what I will do with her.I 


will make Martlemas beefe on her flefh, and falſe dice on 
her pones for euery Conicatcher : 1 warrant her for Caſe 
bobby and Metheglin: I will make her pate ring noonefor 
all her reſucreRions and rebellions, 


 Oftauiay, Butſoft, what Dram isthis, The Drumme 


That with her filent march ſalutes the ayre? ſowndeth a- 
| farre off. 
Herald. And'tpleaſc your Grace,Cadallan,Earle of March 
Spurred on by duty and obſequious loue, 
Repining at the Fortune of your foe, 
Who ſc rauening tyranny deuoures the liues 
Of innocent ſubiects,now in perſon comes, 
To ſcourge baſe vſurpation with his ſonnes. 
Otta. Condu& them to our preſence. Enter March. 
Welcome, braue Earle,with theſe thy manly ſonnes 
Neuer came raine vntothe ——— earth, 
ou upPly,- 
To ſcourge vſurping pride and ſoueraignety. 
Cadallan. Oh my gracious Lord, 
Cadallan comes drawne by that powerfull awe 
Of that rich Adamant his ſoule adores. N 


. K 


The needles poynt is not more willing to ſalutethe North, 


Man 10yfuller to fit inſhrinde in heauen, 
Then is my loyalty to ayde my King. 
I know, dread Liege,that _ true man ſhould know, 
To what intent dame Nature brought him forth: 
True ſubieRts are like Commons, who ſhould feede 
Their King, theix Country,and their friends at need, 

| | B 2 | Ota, 


THE VALIANT 
Ofta. Braue Earle of March, I need not heredelude 


The precious time with yaine capituling 

Our own hereditary right,Graues to the dead, 
Balſum to greene wounds, or a ſoule to man 
Is not more proper, then Oftawian | 
Fo the viurped Tithe Aonmonth holds, 

Then once more on : this be our onely truſt: 


Heauens ſuffer wrongs : but Angels gard the iuſt, Exemnrr, 
 AETVS 1, SCENA 3. 


Enter Monmonth the vſurper in armes with 
Souldiers, 


Mon, Now valiant Countreymen,once more prepare 


'Your hands and hearts vnto a bloudy fight. 


Sterne Mars beginnesto buckle on his helme, 


And waues his ſanguine colours inthe ayre; 


' Recount, braue ſpirits,two glorious victories, 


_— F 


« 


Got with the death of many thouſand ſoules. 
Thinke on the cauſe, for which we ſtand ingagde, 
Euen to the harxard of our goods and lives : 
That were Oftantans forces like the tarres, 
Beyond the limits of Arithmetike : 
Or equall to the mighty Xerxe: hoſe : 
Yet like the poles,our dauntleſſc courage ſtands, 
Vnſhaken by their feeble multitudes. The Drum. 
But ſoft : what Drum is this?Souldiers, look out. beats 4- 
Did Ceſizr come,this welcome he ſhould have, farreoff. 
Strong armes,bigge hearts,and to conclude,a graue, 
Souldiers. My Lord Oftawian, | 
Backt with the Earle of March and his three {onnes, 
Intends to giue you battell. 7 
Aſon. No more,no more:fond doting Earle : 
fs not there roome enough within Churchyards , 


To earth his a ged bodie, with his fonnes, 


But 


WELSHMAN, 


But hee muſt hither come to make their graues? 
Drums,beat aloud. lle not articulate. 

My ſoule is drown dinrage. This bloudy fight 

Shall roombe their bodies in eternal night.Exenm. Alarwm. 


| Emter Cadallan wounded, with his ſonnes. 


Caradoe. Rot from his curſed trunke that villaines arme, 
| That gaue this fatall wound to reuerend age, 
How fares our — father? Rs. 
Cad. As fares the ficke man, when the nights blacke bird 
Beares at his caſcments with his ſable wings: 
Or as the halfe dead captive being condemn'd, 
Awaites the churliſh Iaylors fearcfull call 
Our of his lothſome dungeon to his death : 
So fares it with the wounded Earlc of March: 
The current of my bloud _ to freeze, 
Toucht by the Icy power of gelid death: 
A ſad Eclipfe darkens theſe two __ lights: - 
My virall tpirics faint,my pulſes ceale, 
Alt natures frame diflolues to natures peace, 


1 by that damn'd viurper. He dies. 
Cara. Eternall peace,free fromthe hate of men, 
Inſpheare thy foule and mount it tothe ſtars, 
Brothers,ſurceaſe your griefe,goe to the field, 
Cheare vp the Souldiers "whilſt I fingle forth 
This bloudy .Monmonth,that I may ſacrifice 

His canccld life vnto my fathers ghoſt, | 
And rid the land of this Egean filth, 

His vſurpation ſtables.Oh, tis good, 

To ſcourge with death,that crying ſinne of bloud. 
Morgan meets Caradoc going = 
Morgan. Confin Caradec,well, in all theſe pribble prab- 
bles, I pray you, how dooth- our vncle Cadallan? bee 
Cad, 1 heard he had got a knocke: if it bee ſo, I pray you 
looke that the leane Caniball, what doe you call him that 
B 3 ezt© 
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"we. en—_— 
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THE VALIANT 


eate vp [ul Ceſars and Pompeyes : a ſaucy knaue, that cares 
no more for Kings,then lowhic beggers & Chimney-ſwee- 
ers, 

: Cara. Why,death,man, | 

Morgan. 1,1,Death,apoxe on her:as Cad ſhudge mee, 
hee will cate more Emperours and Kings at one meale,then 
ſome Taylors halfepenny loaucs,or Vurers decayed ſhen- 
tiemen ina whole yeare : therefore Ipray you Couſin, haue 
acareofther vncle,  _ 

Cara. He is in heauen already, 

Morgan. In heauen!why did youlet her goe thicher?.. 

Cara. It is a place of reſt,and Angels blifſe, ' | +2:<- 

Morgan, Angells!Cors blue-hood: I warrant her, there 
i5sncrcaLawyer in the whole orld, but had rather haue e- 
leuen ſhillings,then the beſt Anſhellin heauen,I pray !you 
who ſent her thither? 

Cara. I cannottell, but from his dying tongue 
He did report Monmonth the bloudy meanes, 

+ Morgan. Monmonth' Jeſu Chrift! did hee ſend her vncle 
to Saint Peters and Saint Paxles, and not ſuffer her couſin 
Morgan to bid her Nos Dhiex?harke you,Coubn, He ſeeke 
her out be Cad. Farewell, Couſin, Ilemake herpring packe 
ber Nuncle with a venſhance. 

Cara. Farewell, good Coufin;whilt Irange about 
The manglcd bodies of this bloudy field, 
To finde the Traytor forth, whote ſported ſoule 
Ile ſend poſthaſte vnto that low Abiſle, 
| That with the ſnaky furies he may dwell, 
And caſe Prometheus of his paines in hell, Alarum againe. 


— o ”. —___— 


* Enter at one dore Monmouth with Souldiers, at the other 


I EEE. EEE. 


Codigune - they fight : Monmouth beates theme. in ; 


| thenenter Caradoc at the other. 


Caradec. Turne thee, Vſurper,Harpey of this Clime, 
Ambitious villaine, |Romicid 


WELSHMAN, 
Mon Fondling,thou ſpeakeſt intoo milde conſonants : 
| Thy ayry words cannot awake m ſpleene n 
Thou woundſt the ſubtle body of the ayre, 
In whoſe concauity we ſtand immured: 
Thou giueſt me cordials,and not vomits now : 
Thy Phyficke will not worke:theſe names thou ſpeakſt, 
Fill vp each ſpongy pore vviihin my fleſh, 
With ioy intolerable : and thy kind ſalutes 
Of villany,and ambition, be befirs | 
The royall thoughts of Kings: Reade Machiavell: 
Princes that wonld afpire yt mocke at hell. 
| Cara, Out,thou incarnate Deuill; garde thee,ſlauc: 
Although thou fear ſt not hell, Ile dig thy graue. 
Mon. Stay,Prince,take meaſure of me ry 
Cara. The Deuill hath done that long ago. Alarm there. 


They both fight, and Caradoc killeth him... - 


Emer Conſtantine. 


_ Conſs.Surceaſe, braue brother;Fortune hath crownd our 
With a victorious wreath;Their Souldiers fice, (browes 
And all their Army is diſcomfited. 

The King ſounds a retreat, What is the Traytor dead? 
This a& hath purchaſt honour to our name, 

And crownde thee with immortall memory. 

Off with his head:and let the King behold, 

His greateſt foe and care lies dead and cold, 


ACTVS I. SCENA 4. 


Enter Ofterir,Codit Cornwall,Gloſter, Manron with 
colors and ſonldiers. 


Ofta. Here ends the life and death ef bloudy warre, 
Whoſe graue-like Paunch did never cry,Inough: 
And welcome,Pcace,that long hath liu'd exi 


n= 
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Fit 
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Immurde within the Iuory wals of blifle, 
Ambition now hath throwne her ſnaky ſkin, 
From off her venomde backe,Oh may ſhee die, 
Congeal'd,and never moue again to multiply. 


Enter Caradoc, Morgan and Conſtantine, 
| Aforgan, Godpleſlc her. Be Cad,Kings,all the Sybilles 


in the whole orld ſpeake not more tales and propheſies, 


 thenour Couſin Morgan: Looke you now Kings,our cou- 


{in Caradoc,and our coulin Conftantinve,breake our faſts with 
mince-pyes and Gallymawtfryes of legs and armes. Is your 
Grace a hungry? If you bee, I haue prought you a Calues 
head in wooll, bee Cad;tis in my Knappelacke. 

'Otta. Thanks,gentle Earle. 

Alor.” Thanks for a Pigge ina poake,tis pleeding new; 
and I pray you thanke our couſin Caradec for it: for as Cad 
ſhudge me ,hee was the Caterer : be Cad, hee did kill her 
with one blow in the crag,as you vie to kill Conies. 

Ota. Why,Couſin Morgan, vic not to kill Conyes. 

| Mor.Doyou not?Harke you me:you were a great deale 
petter to kil al the Conyes in Wales, then they to kil her.Be 
Cad,1 haue knowne tall men as Hercales, beene wounded 
to death,and kicke vp her heeles in an Hoſpitall, by the by- 
ting of atame Conyes in the City: therefore your wilde 
Conyes in the Suburbs,that cate of nothing but Mandrakes 
& Turne-her-yps,mark you me now,by Sheſhu, are worſe 
then Dog dayes. 

Ota. V Vell,Coufin,you are merry. 

But now, brauc plants of that vnhappy tree, 
VVhom chauvnce of warre hath leueld with the eartli, 
And 1n our cauſe:We cannot but lament 

The ſudden downefall of that aged Earle. 

But fnce the wil of heauen is not confinde 

Vnro the will of manthis ſoule's atreſt, 

Our bounties and our loue to youaliuc, 


Shab 


 WELSHMAN. 
Shall well confirme the loue we owe him dead. 


And firſt, becauſe your worthy ſelues ſhall ſee, 
Our Royall thoughts adore no peaſants god, 
Or dung-hill baſcneflc : but in that ſpheare we moue, 
Where honour ſits coequall with high one. 
To thee brauec Knight, heauens chicteſt inſtrument 
Of our new-borne tranquility and peace, 
We giue for thy reward, this golden Fleece, 
Our Royall daughter,beautious Guininer, 
And after our deccaſe,our Kingly right, 
Speake, valiant Knighe,wilt thou accept of this? 
| Cara. Acceptofit,preatKing! ; 
The Thracian Orphems neuer entertayn'd 
Moreloy in ſight of his Exridice, 
When with his filuer tunes he did inchaunt 
The triple-headed dog, and rcaſſumde, 
His ſoules beatitude,from Plates Court, 
Then your dcuoted ſeruant in this gift, 
| Wherein ſuch vnreſpeRted ioy concurs, LOG. 
That cuery ſenſe daunces Kee his bleſt circumference , 
| Andcals my blifle, A Newyeeres gift from love; * 
And not from that which reaſon or diſcourſe 
Proudly from beaſts doth challen ge,as from man, 
In ow fc Lord, 
Looke how proud Nature in her ſtore, 
Becauſe ſhee hath one Phenix and no more, 
Whoſe indiuiduall ſubſtance being but one, 
Makes Nature boaſt ena : 
_ Soiſt with me,great King;more bleſt in this, 
Then man turn'd conſtellation, ſtarr'd in bliſle. 
Her gracious anſwere,and I am comtent, 
Mor, Her conſent, Couſin Caradec,l warrant her there 
15 neuera Lady in England, but conſent to giue prike and 
_—_ toa good thing; goe you together: I warrant 
cr. 
_ Ofta. Hownow,my Lord,coe you play the Prieſt? 
p my C Journey Mer. 


= TM VOLANT 
Mor. Prieſts! Cads blue-hood, I ſhould be mad fellow 
ro make Pricſts: for marke {wy now,my Lord:the Priefts 


ſay, Let no man put her aſunder : thats very good, But be- 
lieuc mee,and her will,it is a great deale pectter topurt her 
betweenc; becauſe the one is a curſe,and the fruites of the 
wombe is a great pleſſing. p | 

Otta. Now Princely ſonne, reach me each others hand. 
Here in the ſight of heauen,of God and men, 

lioyne _ Nuprtiall hands. Oh,may this howre 

Be guided by a fayre and kind aſpe, 


| Lerno malevolent Planet this day dart 
Herehatcful influence, gainſt theſe hallowed rites. 


You heauenly Pilots of thelife ofman, 
Oh, be propntious to this ſacred cauſe, 
That God and men may ſcale it with applauſe. 


 Sonow to Ceremonies.Muficke, ſound ſhiill thy note: 


Tis Hymens holyday;Let Bacchus flote. Exennt. 
Manet ſolus Codigune. 
Codig.Go you vnto the Church,and with your holy fires 
Perfume the Alrars of your country gods, : 
WhilRf in curfes,ſwifterin purfute, 


' Then winged lightning,execrate your ſoules, 


And all your Hymeneall iolliry. 

Now fwels the wombe of my inuention, 

With ſome prodigious proxeR,and my brayne 
Itahanates my barren faculties . 

To Machiuilian bhacknefſe.Welſhman, ſtand faſt; 
Or by theſe holy raptures thar inſpire 
The ſoule of Polititians with reuevrge, 


, Blacke proiedts,deepe ao 7 na 7 ie villanies, 
e 


By her that excommunicates my rig 

Of my creation,with a bftards name, 

And makes me ſtand nonſuted to a crowne; 

He fall my ſelfe,or plucke this Welſhman down. 


| Cormwall, he kild thy brother. There's the baſc, 
 Whereon wy enuy ſhall exe the frame * 


Of 


WELSHMAN. 

Ofhis confuſion, Gloſter, know, 

Is Natures maſter-piece of enuious plots, 

The Cahinet of all adulterace ill = 

Enuy can hatch; with theſe I will beginne, 

To make blacke enuy Primate ofeach fin. 
Now, in the heate of all their reuelling, 
Hypocriſie, Times beſt complexion, 
Smooth all my rugged thoughts, let them appeare 
As brothell linnes _ nokta cleare. 
Lend me thy face,good /axxs, let mee looke 

Tuſt on Times faſhion, with a double face, 
 Andcladimypurpoſcin a Foxes caſe. ' Em. 


ACTvs 2, SCENA 1, Sound Muſcke, 


| Enter Oltavian,Caradoc, Onininer, Glefter, Cornewall 
and Codignne uno the Banket. 


Ota. Sit,Princes, and let cach man,as befits 
This ſolemae Feſtiuall, rune his ſullen ſenſes, 
To merry Carols,and delightſome thoughts, 
Comicke inuentions,and Ach pleaſant ſtraines 
As may decypher time to be well pleaſed . 
All things diſtinguiſhr are into their times 
And Iouiall howres, vnfit for graue deſignes. 
A health vnto the Bride and Bridegroome. Lords, 
Let it goe round, drinke rownd. 
_ Oita. How fares our princely Daughter? 
Methinks,your looks arc too compoſde for ſuch a holiday. 
Gx:. Oh my good Lord,to put your Highnes our of your 
Which your weak argument draws fr6 my looks:(ſuſpect, 
Tis true,that heathen Sages haue affirmed, - 
That Natwres Tablet fixt within our looke, 
Giwes ſcope to reade onr hearts as in a books 


E. 
Yet this affirmatiue not alwayes holds; 
For ſometimes as the vrine,that forercls © 
_ | C 2 " ; The 
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The conſtitution of cach temperature, 
It falſely wrongs the tudgement, makes our wit 
Turne Mountybanke in falſcly iudging it : 

And like the outward parts of ſome fayre whore, 
-— or gany? in the obie we adore : 

My Lord, my ſoule's fo rapte 

In anion of worw.caÞ choyce, 

Thar inward filence makes it more complete, 
By how much more it is remote 

| Fromcuſtome of a ſuperficiall ioy, | 

Thats mcerely incorporeall,a meere dreame, 

Fo that effentiall ioy my thoughts conceyue. 

Ota. How learnedly hath thy perſwaſtue roung 

Diſcouered a new paſſage vnto ioy, 

In mentall reſcruation? True ioy is ſtrung 

Beſt with rhe heart-ftrings, ſounds _ in the tongue. 
But where's Sir Morgax,Earlc of Anglelcy? 

 Hepromiſed vs ſome pleaſant maskin j fight, 
 Tocrowne theſe Nuptials with their due delight. 


Enter Morgans fooliſh ſonne, Morion. 


Aforion. Oh my Lord, my father is 'comming to your 
Grace, with ſuch amany of Damſons and ſhee Shuttle. 
cockes : They ſmell of. nothing in the world but Rozin. 
and Coblers waxe ; ſuch amany lights in their heeles, & 
| lungs in theix hands,aboue all ch. 


Enter the Make of the Fayry Qrg*ne with foure Harpers, 
before they dazence, ono hs ſingeth a Welſh ſong : they 
organs ſore falleh 120 


daunce, andihen the foole, Earle 
lone with the Fayry Queene. 


Aforion. By my troth, my ſtomacke rumbleth at the ve- 
ry conceitof this Iamall loue, cuen from the ſole of 
head, tothe crowne of the foote,, Surchy, 1 will haue 

| more 


&7* 


WELSHMAN. «+. 
more acquaintance of that Gentlewoman; me thinks ſhe | 


daunceth like a Hobby-horſe. . 
eAfter the dawnce, a Trumpet within. 
Olta. Thanks,Couſin Morgas. " 
But ſoft, what Trumpets this? | 


Conftan, A — my Lord, from King Gederxs, 
King of Brytayne,defires accefſe vnto your Maicſty. 
Ota. Admit him to our preſence, * 
Enter eAmbaſſadowr. . 
eAmbaſſ. Health to tliis princely preſence, and ſpeci- 
ally, - great Oltawian; for vntq him I muſt direttmy 
ſpeech. 
, Otta. To' vs?then freely ſpeake the tenor of thy ſpeech, 
And wee as freely will reply to it. 3 
Thy Maſter is a Prince, whom wee affcR, 
For honourable cauſcs knowne to vs: 
Then ſpeake,as if the power we haue to graunt, 
Were ticd to his deſrre. : 
 Amb.Then know, great King,that now Gederus ſtands, 
As ina Labyrinth of hopc and teare, 
Vncertaine eyrher of his life and Crowne. 
. The Romance, Chendiue Ceſar,with an hoſte 
Of matchleſſe numbers,þold and reſolute, 
Are marching towards Brittayn,armd with rage, 
For the denyin 8 Tribute vnto Rome, 
By force and bloudy warre to conquer ir, 
And que winne Brittayne with the ſword, 
' Or make her ſtoope vader the Romane yoke, 
Now,mighty King, fince Brittayne,through the world, 
Is counted famous for agencrous lle, 3 
Scorning to yecld to forraine ſeruitude, 


Gederuws humbly doth defireyour ayde 

To backe him'gainſt the pride —_—_ Ceſar, 

| And force his Forces from the Brittiſh ſhores ; £ 
wy C% Whieh 


++ * 
- = 


Of #} phearelike Muſicke,of ſweet Poekhie, 
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Which being done with ſpeede, he vowes eo tye 


 Hiniſelfe tro Wales, in bonds of amity. 6 


OF. Legare,this news hath pleaſd Oftaxiar wel. 
The Bryrtaynes are aNationree and bold, , 


| And ſcorne the bonds of any forrayne foe; 


A Nation, that by force was ne're tubdude, 

Burt by baſe Treaſons politikely forſt, 

Claudixs torgers,that when the Brytriſh Ile 
Scarce knew the meaning of a ſtrangers march, 
Great [ulirzs Ceſar fortunate in armes, 


. Suffred three baſerepulſes from the Cliffes 


Of chalky Douer: 
And had not Brytrayne to her ſelfe prou'd falſe, 
Ceſar and all his Army had beene toombde : 


In the valt boſome of the angry ſea. 


| Sonne Caradoc, how thinke you of this worthy enterpriſe? 


Yertis vnfit, that on this ſudden warning, 
You lcaue your fayre wife,to the Theoricke 


Of matrimonaall pleaſure and delight. 
Cara. Oh my good Lord, this honourable cauſe 


Ts able to inflame the coward breſt 


Of baſe Therfrrtes,to tranſforme a man, 


Thats Planet-ſtrooke with Satzrne, into Mars, 


To turne the Caucaſus of peaſant thoughts, , 
Into the burning &rna of revenge, 
And manly Execution of the foe. 


| What man is he,ifReaſon ſpeake him man, 4 


Or honour ſpurs on, that immorrall fame 


o_ canomze his Acts to after times, 
And Kingly Hemersintheir Swanlike tunes 


May tell their memorable acts inverſe ; 

But atthe name ofRomanes,is all warre, p- 
All courage,all compaR of manly vigour 

Totally magnanimious,fit to cope 

Euen with a band of Centaures,or a hoaſt 


R—T——_—— 
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Of Cretan Minotaures?Thenlet not me be bard: 
The way to honour s craggy,rough,and hard. 
Ota. Go on, & pro ſper,braue refolued Prince. 
Car. Faire Princeſle,be not you diſmaid at this; 
Tis honour bids me leaue you for a while. Tis 
"Twill not long be abſent. All the world, 
Except this honourable accident, 
Could not intreat,what noys I muſt performe, 
Bcing ingadgde by honour. Letit ſurice, _ 
| Thar ioy that liues with thee, without thee dies. 
| Guin Sweet Lord,ech howre whilſt you return, Ile pray, 
. Honour may crowne you with a glorious day. 


Cara. Then here Ne take my leaue; He kiſſes his 
Firſt,as my _ binds,of you greatKing, . hard. 
Next, of you, fayre Princefle, He kiſſes her. 
Come brothers,and Lord Morgas,I muſt intreat 
Your company along. 

Mor. Fare you well, great King : our Coufin ap Cara- 


doc and 1, will make Ceſars,with all her Romanes,runne to 
the Teuils arſe a peake,I warrant her. Exemunt, 
I pray you looke vnto her ſonne there: bee Cad, hee 
hath no more witin his pates, then the arranteſt Cander 
at Cooſe fayre. | | _ 
Ota. Come,daughter,nowlets im. ., + 
He that loues honour,muſt his honour winne. Exe: 


> 7 


Ln SCENA 2. 
. Exter the Bardh,or welſh Poet. 


Bard, Thus haue you ſeen, the valiant Caradoc. 
Mounting the Chariot of exernall fame, 

Whom, mighty Fortune, Regent of this Globe, 
Which Nauig ators call terreftriall, a 
Attends vpon:and like a careful Nurſe, 

That fipgs ſweet Lullabies ymeo ket babe, 


Crowns 


RT 
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Crowns her beloued Minion with content, 
And ſets him on the higheſt = of Fame. 


Now to Gederms, King of warlike Brittayne, 
Oppreſt with Romane _— 1s he gone, 

Spur d ohyvith macchlefle reſolution, 

And inthe barrtell, as your ſelues ſhall ſee, 

Fights like a Nemean Lyon, 

Or like thoſe Giants, that to copg vvith /one, 

Hurl'd Ofiz ypon Peleon,heap d hill on hill, 
 Mountaine on mountaine,in their boundles rage. 
But in the meane time dreadleſlc of trecherous plots, 
The Baſtard playes his Rex,whoſe ancient ſore 
Beginnes to reffer and now breakes the.head 

Of that Impoſtume malice had begor. | | 
Now Cornewall, Gloſter, twinnes of ſome Incubas, 
And ſonne and heyre to hells Imperiall Crowne, 
The Baſtard Codigwne,conſpire the death *. 
Of olde Ottavian. Thoſe or faine would know 
The manner how,obſeruec this filent ſhow. 


Enter a dumbe ſhow, Codignme, Glofter and Re” the 
one dore : After they conſult alittle while, emer at the 0- 
ther dore,Olt avian, Gnininer and Voada,the fiſter of Care- 
doc : they ſeeme by way of intreaty, ro innite them : they 
off er a cup of wine unto Ollanian,and he i poyſoned.T hey 
take Gmininer and Voada,and put them mm priſon.Codigune 

', #& crowned King of Walss. : 


. 


- Bardh. The trecherovs Baſtard, with his complices, : 

 Cornewall and Gloſter,did inuite the King, | 
Fayre Guininer and beautious Voads, "be | 

The hiſter of renowmed Carador, EONATELSL 

_ Vnto a ſumptuous feaſt, yyhoſecoſtly outlide 

Gaue no ſuſpition to a foule intent. 

 Andhad Caſſandra (as he did at Troy As 

Foretcll the danger of she Qregian hotle, E 1150, mart ts {1 
CI EE 
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| That Sinox counterfeyted 


 Incertaineletters,ſent toG 


'Conduged bythe owes of fumrous Wiles. NY 
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with his teares,) | 
Preſaged this Treaſon; likeroſome nightly dream 

Of ſome ſuperfluous brayne begorin wine, 

1t had beefic onely fabulous,and extina © 

Euen with the ſame breath, thar ſhe brought it forth 
Like fome abortive Oracle, fo-beguiloss © © © 
The Syrens ſongs,and teares of Crocodikes. 
Art this great banket, great Oftaxiax 

Was poyloned,and the wife of Caradec, 
Together with his beautious ſiſter led 
Vnto a lothſome priſon,and theCrowne 
Inuefted on the head of Cod; 
The enuious Baſtard, Here leaue we them a while : 
And now to Brytrtayne letys ſteare the courfe 
Of ourattention, where.this worthy Sunne 

That ſhines within the firmament of Wales, 

Was like himſclfe,thrice welcom'd,tilltheſpleenc 
Of that malicious GloFer did purſue : 

King, 

'Whoſe fiſter he had maried, his defame 

'Wales loſt,in liuely Scenes weele ſhew the ſame. 


Actys 2. SCENA. 3, Exit Bardh, 


Enter Gederas, King of Bryttaine, Prince Gald, 
Caradoc, Lira Morgan, Manron a; 
{9 _ Conflantine. Ko 


Gede. Once more, braue-Peeres of W ales, welcome to 


Herein Oftawier fhewes his kinglyloue, _ (Brytrayne, 


That in this rough {ea ofiauafion,, , 1 : 
When the high{welling rempelts of theſe times . 
Oreflow our Bryttiſhbanks,and Ceſar: rage,..... . 
Like£o an Inundation,drownes our land; - *' 

To ſend ſo many warlike Souldiours, 


_ Py 
- 


- 
# 
4 


” 


Now 


A 
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Now Ceſar, vvhen thou dar t, vvcearecprepared. 
Brittaines vvould rather dic,then be outdared. 
But ſoft, yvhat meſſenger is this? 
Emter a Meſſenger with a letter. * 
Speake Meſſenger,from whom, or whence thou commeſt, 
Meſſ. From Wales,my Lord,ſent inall poſt-haſte, 
From noble Earle of Glo bo your Grace, 
With this letter. = Gederus reades it. 
Mor. From Walcs! Ipray you, good poſtes and meſ- 
.&ngers, tell vs, tww fares all our friends, our Coufin ap 
Guiniuer, ap Caradoc ap Voada. 
Meſſ. Iknow them nor. He ftrikes him, 
Morgan, Cadsblue-hood, know nor \our Couſin? Ile 
give herſuch a blow onthe pate , Ile make her know 
her couſins. Cads zwownes, hee had beſt reil her, 
he knowes not her noſe on her face. This fellow was 
porne at hogs Norton, where pigges play on the Organ. 
Poſts call you her?Splond,were a ſiniple Carpenter to build 
 . houſeon {ich poſts : not know our Couſins? - : 
Gederus. This letter from our brother Gloſter ſent, 
Intreates me, not to truſt the gilded outſides 
Of theſe ſtrangers. We know our brother well: 
- Heisa man of honourable parts, 
Tudicious, ypon no flight ſurmile, 
Giues vs intelligence, it ſhall bee ſo. 
Weelc truſt a friend, afore an vnknowne foe. 
Prince Caradoc,you with your forces lye vpon yon hill; 
From whence, vnleſſe you ſee our Army faint, 
Ot diſcouraged by the Romane bands, _ 
" There keepe your ſtanding. A nee 1 
Harke,Romane Ceſar comes: now Britta gh, 


Like Brutus fonnes, for freedom and for ri Alarms... 
 Excunt Grderns and his compery. | 
Caradoc, Muanron,Conft antine,&r Morgan manent. 
Cara. Diſgraced by lerter2fhifted to a hl 


Fond 


WELSHMAN, 

Fond Kin g.thy words,and all the trecherous plots 

| Offecret muſchiefe, finke into the gulfe 3 
Of my oblwion : memory, be dull, 
And thinke no more on theſe diſgracefull ayres, 
My fury reliſht, King, 3 | 
Set punies to keepe hils, that ſcarce hauc read 
The firſt matcriall Elements of warre, 

, That winke taſce a Canoneere giue fire, 
And like an Aſpin, ſhakes his coward ioynts, 
At musket ſhot. Within theſe noble veynes, 
There runnes a current of ſuch high-borne bloud, 
Achilles well may father for his owne. 
Theſc honourable ſparkes 6f man wee keepe, 
Deſcended linially from Hettors race, 
And muſt be put in a&ion. Shall I and, 
Like gazing Figure-flingers on the ſtarres, 
Obſerning motion,and not moue my ſelfe? 
Hence with that baſenefle. I that am a ſtarre, 

Muſt moue,although I moue irregular. 

Goe you vnto the bill,in ſome diſguiſe. 

Ile purchaſe honour by this enterpriſe. Exeunt, Alarxm. 


ACTVvS 2. SCENA 4 


Emter at the one dore Gederus, and Prince 'Gald: at the 0- 
ther, Clandius, and common Souldiers. They fight.Clau- 
dirs beates them in, Then enters Caradoc, and prrſues 
Clandins. Preſently enters Ceſar and Caradoc figh- 


ting. 


Claxd. Hold,yaliant Brytraine, hold thy warlike hands. 
Cara. Then yeeld thy ſelfe, proud Romane, 
Or by thoſe gods the Bryrraines doe adore, 
| Notallthy Romanc hoſte ſhall ſaue thy life. 
Clas. Then ſouldiour,(for thy valour ſpeakes thee fo,) 
Know, that thou haſt no common priſoner, we 


D 2 | | Bue 
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But ſuch a one, whoſe erinence and place 
Commaunds officiaus duery throngh Rome: 
Then if thy inward parts deſerue no lefſe 
In honours eye, then thy meane habite ſhewes, 
Releaſe ® 2p! Us a publike infamy 
Fall not ypan me by the ſcandalous hoſte, 
Whole Criticke cenſure, to my cndleſſe ſhame, 
Will runne diu1ſion on the chaunce of warrey 
And brand my fortune with blacke obloquy : 
And by my honour, that the Romanes holg 
As deare as life,or any other goad- | | 
The heauens can giue to man, the battell donne, * 
Ile pay my ranſome ina treble ſome, | 
Ca, Know,Romaye,that aBrytrayne ſcorns thy gold... 
Let Midas broode adore that Deity, 


 Anddedicate his ſoule ynto this faint :. 


Souldiours haue mines of honourable thoughts, 
More wealthy thenthe Indian veynes of x gold, 
Beyond the value of rich Tagus | _ : | 
Their Eagle-feathered aRions ſcorne to ſtoope 
Fo thebalc lure of yfurers and flaues., | 
Let painefull Marchants,whoſe huge riding ſhips 
Teare vp the furrowes of the Indian deepe, 
To ſhunthe ſlauiſh load of poverty, 
Gape after maſhe.golde : the wealth we crauc, 
Are noble actions, and au honoured graue.. 
|  Iletakeno money, Romane : | | 
* But ſince thou ſeemeltno counterfeit:imprefſion, 
But bear ſt the Royall Image of aman, 
Giue me ſome priuate token from thy hands, j 
Thar's geuceally knowne yorothy friends, . 
That if y chance Feome ro Ronte, ' L IT9 't. Th - 39 : 
l may be knoyene to be'yourfnendi - v 2206 TPO 36 
Claud.Here,warthy Bryttayheztake this golden Lyon,” 
Ariayearc itaboutthy necke:This when thou comme}, . 
Will quickly fipde me ut. Souktouradicu. .) 1. 7 
Ob | | | EY Ceſay«: 


WELSHMAN. : 
Ceſaris bound both to the gods and you. Exit 


Emer Prince G ad. They found a retreat, 


Gald. The: Romane Eagle hangs her haggard wings, 
Andallthe Army s fled;all by the ſtrength 


And oppoſition of one common man, 


In ſhew,not farre ſuperiour to a Souldiour, 

That's hyred with pay,or preſt vnto the field : 

But in his manly carryage, like the ſonne_ 

Of ſome vnconquered valiant Mermedon. 

Sure,tis ſome god-like ſpirite,that obſcures 

His ſplendour in theſe baſe and borrowed clouds 
Of common Souldiours habit, All my thoughts 
Arewraptin admiration,and I am deepe in loue 
With thoſe perfe&tions,onely that my cye - . 
Beheldiin that fayre obie @ Thus hauc TI left the field, 
To interchangea word or two with him. 

And ſee,in happy time he walkes alone. | 
Well met, braue ſouldiour : may a Prince be bolde 
To aske thy name, thy nation and thy birth?. 

. Cara. "_ Prince,youqueſtion x 6 you know already. 
] am not what Iſceme, but hither ſenr, He diſcloſes 
On honourable termes,to ayd this King ; himelfe. 
Which he vnkingly,baſely did refuſe, 

Andin reward ofthis his proffercd good, 

Vngratefully returnd(what other Kings | 

With prinrely donatiues would recompence) 

My ſeruice withiiniurious contempt: 

But L,in licu of this diſgracefull wrong, Z 

Haue done him right, and through the ijawes of death, 

Haue _— a glorious wi to his Crowne, . 

And hung {weet peace about his palace gates. 

True honour ſhould doe that, which enuy hates: 
Gald. Fayre Map of honour, where my reaſon reades 

Each nawgable c urclegthat containes 
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My happy voyage to the land of fame : 
Say,vertuous Prjnce,may Gald become ſo bleſt 
. To follow thy fayre hopes,and linke his ſoule 
In an vnited league of endleſle loue : : 
Nor {cornea Princes proffer : for by heauen, 
What I intrude, thy vertue hath inforſt, 
Andlike the powerfull Loadſtone,drawne my thou ghts 
Tolimne out vertue:for exactly done, p 
By artificial nature,to the life, 
In thy fayre modell ſhaddowed curiouſly, 
How like Pigmalion , do my paſſions dote 
On this fayre picture! will you accept me Prince? 

Cara. Moſt willingly,kind Prince : 
And may as yet this Embrio of our loues 
Grow to his manly vigour : 'tis loue alone, 
That, of diuided ſoules,makes onely one. 
Who then adores not loue, whoſe ann” power 
Vnites thoſe ſoules, diuiſion would deuoure? 
Come,gentle Prince,let vs goe ſce our friends 
| Tleft vpon yon Hill, to keepe our forts, 
And thence to Wales, where double ioyes attend | 
A beautious wife, and a'moſt conſtant Fiend » Exim 


ACTVS 2, SCENA $5. 


Emer Morion, the fooliſh Knight and his man 


 Morion, Come, Ratſbane: Oh the intolerable paine that 
I ſuffer for the loue of the Fayry Queene ! my heeles are all 
kybde in the very heate of my afteRion, that runnes down 
into my legs : me thinkes I could eate vp a whole Brokers 
ſhoppe at a meale, to be eaſed of this loue. 
Ratſ. Oh maſter, you would haue a villainous many of 
pawnes in your belly. Why,you are of ſo yyeake a nature, 
ou yyould hardly diſgeſt a Seruingmans Luuery in your 
belly, yvithout a yomit. Mo- 
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| CMorion, Taffurethee, thoufayeſt true, tis but groſſe 
mecate. But Ratſbave thou toldit mee of a rarefelloyy, that 
can tell miſfortunes,and can coniure: prethec bring me to 
him.Ile giue him ſomewhat, to helpe mee to ſpeake with 


the Fa '7 Queene. 
a 


| Whole face like to a Butchers dovblet lookes, 
 Varniſht with tallow of ſome be autious Oxe; 

Orlike the aprons of ſome Pie-corner Cookes, 
Whoſe breath {mels ſweeter then a huntcd Foxc : 
Whoſe eyes, like two great foot-balls made of lether, 
Were made to heate the gods in froſty weather. 

Ratſb. Oh, happy that man, that hath a bedfellow of theſe 
amiable parts, Oh maſter,if her viſible parts bee ſuch, her 
nuifible parts are able tomake an Italian run mad : hee 
loues an armful.But maſter, ſee, heres the man I told you of. 

Enter the Iuggler and his man. + 

 Tuggler, You know my mind, fir,be gone. 
Fhaue obſcru'd this Idiot,and intend, | 
To gull the Coxecombe : therefore I did tranſlate 
My ſelfe this day into this cunning ſhape, 
I oft haue heard the foolc irongly perſwade 
Himſelfe,to be the Fayry Queenes chiefe Loue, 
And that by her he ſhall ſubdue the Turke, 
And plucke great Oroman from off his throue. 
This I will worke on. | 

Merion. Sir,and't ſhall pleaſe you,I come to know ſome 
of = excellent skill, the world hath bliſterde mine cares 
wit | 
' Ing. Sir Thomas Morion,for ſo are you called, 
Darling vnto the beautious Fayry Queene; 
Your fortunes ſhall bee ſuch,as all the world 
Shall wonder at Pheanders noble name : 
For otherwiſe,ſfo are you alſo named. 
I know to what intent you hither come 7 
You come toiſce your Loue,the Fayry Queen. | : 


And talke with her here in this filentplace, 
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Her nimble Fayries,and herſelfe do vſe 


Ofc to repayre : and ſong it will not be, 


' Erc ſhe com hither:but thus much you muſtknow 


You mult not talke to her,as to a Queene 

Ofecarthly ſubſtance : for ſhe is a pure 

And fimple-{pirit, without Elements: 

Wherefore,withour any mortall thin : | 

That may van dy moſt immortall ſ{cnſe, 

You mult goe, humbly creeping on _ hands, 

Without your Doubler,Rapier,Cloke or Hoſe, 

Or any thing thatmay offend her noſe. 

And ſee,ſec,yonder ſhe comes ; if you wil ſpeake with her, 
You muſt doe as I tell you. 

bd -; Enter £ Fayry Qzgene. 

. Morion.” Oh helpe me quickly; 

Come, Ratſbane,vncaſc,my loue is come. 

He ſtrips himſelfe ,znd creepes vpon his hands, with bis man, 
Great Queenc,thou ſoueraigne of Pheanders heart, 


'Vouchſafe a word vnte thy Mayden Knight, 


That bowes his guts vynto thy mighty facc. 
Fayry Q. Follow me this way. 
Shee fals downe-under the Stage and be followes her, and 
= fals imtothe ditch. 
HMorion. Helpe, Ratſbaxe,helpe,helpe. | 
Ratſ. Help?why where are you?I thought you had been 
m the hole by this time; Come, giue me yaur hand. You 
follow the Fayry Queene? | 
Mor. Come,come,lay nothing : weele goe home Hike 
fooles as we came. 
Come,my clothes,my clothes, | 
Ratſ. Cod lid,clothes! Now we may go home worſe 
fooles then we came.Sfoot, this cunning Raſcall meanes 
to ſet vs a hay making. Sfoote, we are fitteforthe Degge- 


| houſe,we are flayde already. 


Mor. Well,we may goc home with the naked eruth, 
Its no matter, A mans anian, though hee have bur a hoſe 


on his head, Emnter 
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ACTYS 3. SCENA 1. 


Enter Codignna,Gloſter, and Cornwall with Soul- 
diours vp in Armes. 


Codig. Now friends and fellow Souldiours in iuſt Arms, 
Prepare your ſelues againſt the haughty foe, = 
' Whozas wee heare,marches not farre from hence. | 
What we haue done,by force weele make it good, 
Or ſeale our bold attempts, with death and bloud. 

Gloſt. King,kecpe your owne;maugre all oppoſition, 
If he come hither to demaund your right, 
And with his rebell troopes diſturbe the peace 
Of what both gods and men haue made your own, 
Maintain the quarrell with your awfull power, 
Beitright or wrong;behaue your ſelfe like Towe, 
And ſtrike with thunder his baſe inſolence: 
Diſcourſe not whar is done,nor how,nor when. 
Onely Kings wils are Lawes for other men, 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Codig. What tidings brings this ſweating Meſſenger? 

MeſeuMy Lord,Prince Caradoc,returnd from Brittaine, 
Is with his Army marching hitherwards. iy 

Cod. He comes vnto tus death, Now,Codigune, . 
Banifh al timorous thoughts:think what thou art; 
A King.That word is able to infuſe 
Boldneſle,as infinite,as that we call 
The worlds firſt mouer.Why,the name of King | E 
Were able to create a man of ſtone, 
With more then animall courage, to inſpire 
Dulneſfſe, with nerued reſolution. EET | 
Then,Codignne,like eAtlas,onthy backe, : oo 
Support thy Kingdomes Arch,varill it cracke. 
M arch forward, Exennt. 


DB ACTys 


— ————_—__— M___——— — - OE — EE — 
= - OE ON wv 


THE VALIANT 
AcTtvs 3. SCENA PS - 


Enter Cavadoc, Gald, Maxren, ConStantine Lord Morgan, 
Earle of eAngleſey with celoxrs and Souldiours, 


 Cara.l was not wont,deare frierids,to be ſo dull. 
Iam all lead,as if my ſubtle ſoule = 
Had left his lodging in this houſe of clay. 
Each empty corner of my faculties, 
And ynderſtanding powers,{well with dreames 
And dire preſages of ſome future il! : — 
Gaftly and fearecfull ſpeRers haunt my ſlcepe. 
And,if there be,as Heathen men affirme, 
Some godlike ſparks in mans diuining ſoule, 
Then my propheticke ſpirite tels me true, 
That ſome fad newesattends my ſteps in Wales, 
Ilong to heare what miſchicfe,or 5 wh good, 
Hath hapned,fince I parted from the King. 
' Enter Morion. 
Morion. Oh father, father;ffoot, I ſweate,as if I had been 
buried in a Tunne of hote graynes. - 
 _ CHorg.Comeyou Coxecombe,leaue your npa_—_ 
ons and your preambles,and tell her the naked truth, 
Morion My Father knowes all. 
Indeed, father,the naked truth is, that the Fayry Queene 
robd me of all my clothes:you might haue ſeen me as poore 
aS an Open-arſe. ButIcan tell younewes; the King is 
 Poyſoned; Lord Codigane crowned; The Lady Gwininer, 8 
the young Gentlewoman impriſoned. ny | 
Morgan.But harke you me,fonne Aorion; is all this true, 
or inuented ofher owne fooliſh pates and imaginaſhions? 
Iorion. Why,I pray you, father,when did you hcare 2 
Gentleman of Wales tell lyes? 
Morgan. Her tell her true in that; -tis the praueſt Nati- 


on vnder the Sunnes for that. Harke you me,ſonnes;be'Cad, 
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| iris agreatteale perter to be athicfe,then a lyar, I warrant 


her. 


Gald, What, Royall Prince,can'chaunce predominate 


Over amind,that, like the ſaule, retaynes 
A harmony of ſuch concordant tunes? 
No ſudden accident ſhould make to iarre. 
This tenement of clay,in which our ſoule 
Dwels in, vntill the Leaſe of life indures, 
Oflearned men was well called, Microcoſme, 
Or, little world : ouer whoſe morrtall parts 


The ſtarres doe gouerne, whoſe immortall power 


Sometimes begets a farall birth of woe; 
Sometimes againe inuerts their ſullen courſe 


To vnexpected Reuels, turnes our Critticke howres 


To Cricket merniment ; yet is there meanes that barrs 
Their hatefull influence, Wiſdome rules the ſtarres. 
You haue loſt a Father : Vſe the Athenians breath, 


vntill death. 


Graue Solons; No mans h 


Cara. Oh,louing Prince,thus the Phyſician ſpeakes 


To the diſordered Patient: thus healthfull Arte 


Conferres with wounded Nature. Tis a common tricke, 


Men beipg ſound, giue Phiſicke to the ficke. 

Fayre Prince,muſconfter not my diſcontent; 

| Igricue not, that Oftaviav is depriued 
Oflife; but that he hath exchanged 

His life, for ſuch a miſerable tk 

 Whart villaine,buta prodigie of narure, 

| IngendrÞd by ſome Comet,would haue forſt 
His aged ſoule to wander in the ayre? 

Bearing a packer of ſuch ponderous finnes, 

Would cracke the Axel-tree ofheauen to beare. 

And not haue giuen him liberty to pray? | 

 ButI am armde withpatience Firſt with words 

Weele ſecke to conquerzand if not,by ſwords, 

March round; ]I heare their Drummes, - 


E 2 
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ACTYS 3. SCENA J 


Enter Codigune,Gloſter,Cornewall with 
colours and ſouldiours. 


Codig. Now,Caradec, what iſt thou canſt'demaund? 
Morg. Coulin Caradec, I pray you hold her peace alittle. 
. Codig. Ile heare no mad men ſpeake, 
Morg.Cads blu-hood,take her 'M Bedlems,& mad mens? 
He offers to ſtrike him. 
Cara. Bepatient,Coulin, Codigunre,in briefe, 
I come to clayme my right,that thou vſurpeſt, 
And by finifter meanes, blacke as thy finnes, 
Haſt baſcly ſtolne: ſurrender firſt my wife, 
My fiſter,and the Kingdome of Southwales; 
Orby the gods,to whom I ſtand obliged, 
In ſacred bonds of Orizons and thankes, 
For life and motion: if thou refuſe to doc it, 
Or moue that bloud boyles within my veynes, 
At the memoriall ofthy belliſh finne, 
Ile teare the Crowne from off thy curſed head, 
 Andeytherdie my ſelfe,or ftrike thee dead. 
| Cod. Caradec,thou claymeſt South-Wales of vs. . 
Nor that,nor wife,nor {iſter ſhalt thou haye; 
\  Butifthou long ſt for any,aske a grauc. 
The high-ſwolne pride of Maieſty and loue, 
Brookes no competitors; its thus decrcede, i 
Who ſhares with rhem,muſt for the booty blced. 
Ech Planet keeps his Orbe,which being refign'd, 
Perhaps, by greater lights would be outthinde: 
Car.Sweet Patience, yet inſtruc my toung awhile 
To ſpeake the language of a temperate ſoule. 
Codignne,marke yvhat Ile offer thee: - 
_ Sincethat the wrongs, which baſely thou haſt bred 
- Cannot be reconciled, but by the death . 
08 O 
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Of millions, that muſt ſuffer for ys two; 
And we the authors of what wars and bloud 
Shall in hicr frantike outrage lauiſh out: 

Or tis a my that honour ſcornes to doe, 
That multitudes ſhould periſh for vs two: ) 
Thou art a man, if actions like thy words, 

Be but propoftionable,that diſdayneſt 
Tofight with crauen baſeneſſe all on ods: 
Nor = I thinke thy honour ſoprofuſc, 
Thar guiltlefle men ſhould bleed tor thy abuſe: 
Then, if thou dareſt:And once more to augment by 
Thy Baſtard courage,apaine,I dare thee fight, 
Euen ina fingle Monomachy, hand to _ 
And,ifby chance (as man is nought but chance ) 
Thou conquereſt me,I will become thy {laue, 
Confirme my right to thee, and tothy heyres; 
And if I ouercome,doe thou the like. 
How ſayeſt thou?vvilt thou accept this offer? 

Cd. It pleaſes me,and herein fight of heauens, 
By all my hopes of immortality, | 
I vvill performe vyhat thou haſt brauely ſpoke. 

I loue thee for theſe honourable termes, 
And will as fearelcfſe entertaine this fight, 
As 2 good conſcience doth the cracks of /one. 

Cara.Then as vye are, Souldiers,begirt vs round, 
And letno man diſturbe the Combartants, | 
Till one, or both,fall to our mother earth. 

For thus be yvell aſſurde,the cauſe being right, 
Immortall ſpirits doe for wuſtice fight, Alarum, 


They fi oht at Poleaxe,Codigune | 
3% conquered. | 
_ Gloſs. Novv,Glofter, flie and hide thy head vvith ſhame. 
Morg.Cadls blue-bood,peat out her praynes,for calling 


Cara, Riſe, ll ſpwe thy life. | : (her Bedlems, 
E 3 Reuenge 
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; . Revenge ſufficient for thy damned facts; 


For to a icarcd conſcience theſe doe well, 
| Longlife,mens hatc,and aperperuall hell. 
Yet, that thou mayeſtliue,to attone thy ſoule 
Vanto the angry heauens,I freely giue 
The Kingdome of North-Wales for termeof life, 
To thy Hpoſe;onely reſcruing tribute to my ſelfe, 
In iuſt acknowledgement of me and mine, 

Cod.Know, Caradec ,lince by the chance of war, 
1 muſt be forſt to render vp that right, 

That like aflaue I might haue kept by might, 
 Ifcorne thy pifts,and rather chuſe to live 
In the vaſt wildernes with fatall Owles, 
Free from the malice of baſe buzzard Chaunce, 
And there in huſht vp ſilence rauing goe; 
Then earth,except be hell,no place ſo low. 
Then with high almes, | Afiae. 
Ile to the Romanes,and there plot, pell mell. 
Veſſels that once are ſcafoned,keepe their ſmell. 
Welſhmen, farewell;and Caradec adicu; 
Vander the heauens,we haue no foc but you. Exit, 
Cornewall. Now Royall Prince, ſince happy victory 
| Hath ſet a period to abloudy fight, 
Cornewall,in humble manner, here preſents 
Himſelfe and ſeruice to your Princely Grace. 
Cara, Cornewall,although thy ations not deſcrue 
Theleaſt reſpect of vs, in taking part - 
 Withthe aſpiring Baſtard,and the reſt 
Of his adherents;yet we doe omit 

_ All former iniuries,and reunite = 


| Cornewall ynto our Joue. 
Corn. Then Princes,ioyne with Cormewall, and inthrone 


True honour and deſerts;with what's her owne. 
Aſcend your Chayre,fayre Prince. | 
The Trumpets floxriſh ;omnes. They crowne him. 
Omnes, Long liue-Caradec,King of Walcs.. © '- 


*+ 
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Cara. Wethanke you Princes. This being done,weele ſee 


Our beautious Queene and filter borh ſer tree, 
Enter Gloſter ſolws. 
Now,Glefter,in this ſtill and ſilent wood, 
Whoſe vnfrequentcd pathes do lead thy ſteps 
'Vnto the diſmall caue of helliſh fiends; 
With whom,a Witch,as vgly to confront, 
As are the fearefull Furies ſh commaunds, 
Liues in this ſolitary yncouth place; 
Begin thy damned plots,baniſh that thred-bare thought 
Of Vertue, 
Which makes vs men ſo ſenſeleflc of our wrong, 
It makes vs beare the poyſon of each tongue. 
No, Gloſter ,no;he, whoſe meeke bloud's ſo coole 
To beare all wrongs,isa religious foole: 
Or he that cannot Enely knit reuenge, 
Like to Aracne,in a curious web, 
May wounds (till fir a Nightcap for his head, 
Since I am forſt to flic with foule diſgrace, 
And fince of gods or men no hope I finde, 
Ie vſe both hell and Fiends to eaſe my minde. 
Here dwels a famous Witch, who, with her ſonne, 
As blacke in arte,as arte it ſelfe is blacke, 
Both memorable for their Magickeſkill, 
That can command ſterne yengeance from beneath 
The center of the earth, for to appeare 
As quicke as thought. To her lletell the tale 
Of my reuenge,and with the golden Chimes 
Of large rewards, inchaunt her helliſh eares. 
And ſce:their monſtrous ſhapes themſelues appeares. 


AcTvs 3- SCEnA 4. 


Enter the Witch and her ſonne from the Caue. 


Glofter. Thou famous Miftrefſe of the ynknown _—_ 
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Othels infernall ſccrets,oh vyhat revyard 
Shall a deieRcd, miſcrable man, 
Chaſed from the confines of his natiue land, 
By vvrong oppreſſion, and gm pride, 
 Difgrace,contempt,andendleſſc infamy, 
Giue for redrefle trom thy commanding arte? 

witch.Gleſter, | know thee wel,although diſguiſd: | 
Thou comelt to craue our helpe, for thy revenge 
'Gain(t Caradoc, who now hath vanquiſhed 
The Baſtard Codigmne in linglefight, 
Know Glofter,that our ſkill 
Commaunds the Moone drop from her filuer ſphere, 
And all the ſtarres to vayle their golden heads, 
At the blacke horrour hed our Charmes preſent. 
eAtlas throwes downe the twinckling Arch of heauen, 
And leaues his burthen at our readfuli ſpels. 
This pendant element of ſolid carth, 
Shakes with amazing Earthquakes,as if the frame 
Of this vaſt continent would leaue her poles. 
Neptune {wels high,and with impetuous rage 
Daſhes the haughty Argoſey with winds, 
Againſt the Chriſtall battlements of heauen, 
Thetroubledayre appeares in flakes of fire, 
That, till abour the ayres circumfcrence, 
We make the vpper Region 
Thicke,full of fatall Comets,and the ſkie 
Is filde with fiery ſfignes of armed men. 
_ Hellroares,when we are angry, and the Fiends, 
As ſchole-boyes,tremble at our Eharming rod. 
Thus,when we are difpleaſcd,or male-content, 
Both hell obeyes,and euery Element. 

Gloſter. hou matchles wonder,worke but my reuenge, 
| And by the triple Hecare, and the povrers 
Your Charmes adore, Ile load you vvith a vvaight 
Of gold and treaſure,till you cry,No more. 
Iguent,great ſoule of arte, ſome ſtratagem, 
| Whoſc 
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Whoſe fame may draw him to theſe diſmal woods. 
No danger can out-dare his thirſty ſoule 
In honourable enterpriſes:he 1s a man, | 
Should hell oppoſe him,of ſuch dauntleſſe mertal, . 
That were but tame the end of his atchicuement, | 
He would as boldly cope with it,as with things 
Of common danger. | 

wich. Then Gloſter,harke: Here in this diſmall Grouc 
By arte I will create a furious beaſt, 6 Hh. 
Mou'd by a ſubrill ſpirit,full of force 
And helliſh fury, whoſe deuouring iawes 
Shall hauocke all the borderers of Wales, 
And in ſhort ſpace vnpeople all his Townes, 
| Now,if he be a man that ſeeks for fame, | 
And grounds his fortunes on the popular loue, 
Or Kinglike doe preferre acommon good, 
Beforc a priuate loſſe; this famous tal ke, 
Whole Farefull rumour ſhall amaze the world, 
Will egge him on: where being once but come, 
He ſurely meetcs with his deftruction. | 
Sonnc,to this purpoſe, ſtraitway to thy booke, 
Enter the Caue, and call a powerfull ſpirit by thy (kill, 
Commaund him inſtantly for to appeare, 
And with thy Charmes, binde him vnto the ſhape 
. Of adeuouring Serpent, whileſt without - 
' We doc awayrte his comming.  Exn Magician. 


' Thunders and Lightning. | 
Now whirfe the angry heauens about the Pole, 
And in their fuming choler dart forth fires, 
Like burning Aetna,being thus inraged 
At this imperious Necromantike arte. 
D:s trembles at our Magicall commaund, 
And all the flaming yawres ofhells eMb:ſſe, - 
Throw forth ſulphureous flakes of ſcorching fire. 
The iangling hell-hounds, with their helliſh guizes, 

F Daunce 
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Daunce damned rounds,in thcir infernall rage. 
And to conclude,carth,water,ayre,and fire, 
And hell grow ficke,to ſee mans arte aſpire. 

A generall enuy makes them malecontecnr, 
To ſce deepe arte commaund each element. 
Sce, Gloſter, ſee,thinkes he,this monſtrous ſhape 

/ Enter the Serpent, 

Will not abate the courage of his foe, 
And quell the haughty pride of Caradec? 

Glofter. Yes,mighty Artiſt, were he thrice infpirde 
With more then humane courage, he may as ſoone 
Conquer thoſe matchleſle Giants,that were ſer 
To keepe the Orchard of Heſperides, 

Or match the labours of great Hercmles, 
 Enterthe $ erpent.lt thunders. 
witch, Goe ſhrowde thy horrid ſhape within this wood ; 
And ſeize on all thou meetſt, Come, Gloſter,in, 
 Andhere awhile abide within this Caue. 
Thy eyes ſhall ſee what thy vext ſoule did craue, Exemn, 
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Enter Oftorins Scapuld, Marcus Galtens, IManlius 
Ualens,Ceſſuu Naſica,and Codignne in Armes. 


Oftorivs,Now,valiant Romanes,once more do we tread 
Vpon the boſome of the Bryttiſh ground: 
And by the gods that doe protect great Rome, 
Weele now acquite great Ceſars foulc diſgrace, 
Or die like Romanes in this forray ne place. 

Marcus. Me thioks,it is a ſhame to Rome and vs, 
That haue beene counted famous through the world, 
For matchleſle victories,and feates of armes, 
That ſuch a petty Iland ſhould repulſe -: 
So huge an army of the Romane ſtrength, 
Able to facke the ſpacious walles of Troy, 


To 
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To leuell Babels m-_ cuen with the ground : 
An lle,that in reſpeR of Ceſars power, 
Is like the Center,to the ample heauens; 
 Apoynt, vnto a large circumference; 
Small atomes, tothe body of the Sunne. 
Sure,this Welſhman works by Magicke ſpels, 
Or,tis impoſſible,ifhe be a man, 
Compoſ d of fleſh and bloud,finewgs and nerues, 
He ſhould out-dare ſo puiſlant an hoſt. 
Codsp. Great Generall,that which he holds,is mine; 
And though infor'ſt by violence and wrong, 
From that which Nature left my heritage :\ 
Yet,fince I ſee ſuch hopes,ſo fayrely ſprung 
From ſuch an honourable head, as Rome, 
Whoſe fame for honour,cheualry and armes, 
Out-ſhines all Nations with her glorious rayes : 
This Caradoc,whom men doe caullefle feare, 
Is of condition inſolent and proud, 
 Ambitious,tyrannous, ſpeckled with euery vice 
The infe&ious time I ,we confeſle him bold, 
And ofa courage that grim viſag'd x <48r | | 
The obie& of true valour, cannot daunt; 
| Though Protexs-like, he came in thouſand ſhapes, | 
What's he,comparde to numbers infinite? 
Or that Imperiall Rome,whoſc Eagle cyes 
Haue gaz. d againſt the ſunne of matchleſle tryumphs, 
Should baſely feare a weake and filly Fly? © 
This Welſhman is all ſuperficiall, 
Without dimenſions,and like a mountaine ſwels, 
In labour onely with great ayry words, 
Whoſe birth is norhing, but a filly Mouſe; 
Actions without their meaſure or their weight. 
Then,Romanes ,derogate not from the worth, 
That time in ancient Chronicles records 
Of your eternall honours got in warre. 
- Bur if you prize your honours more then hite,. oh 
| "EY . r 
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CRE HALIANT - 

Or humane happineflc,here's a noble cauſe | 

Of wrong and yſurpation,to ere& 

A ſtatue ro your dying memory. 

Then on, great Generall,wauc the Romane Eagle, 

Euen to the Tents of haughty Caradec, 

And with my bloud Ile ſecond this braue fight, 

Or hide my ſhame by deathin endlefſe nighr. 
O#tor.Brauely reſolu'd,Ere long,aflure thy elfe, 

Weceleſcate thee in thy ancient dignity, 

And force to Ceſar homage,and toRome: 

And, though we feare not one particular man, 

Yet,for becauſe we truely are inform'd, 

That Caradecis ſtron g and puiſant, 

Forten dayes wee intend to make a truce, 

And in the meane time to make ſtrong our hoſe: 

Which ifhe doe refuſc, the time expired, , 

To render 'P thy right,which he = 

Warre,like ſome gnawing vulture ſhall attend 

Vnto their finall ruine,and their end, 

And tothat purpoſe, Marcus Gallicrus 


- 


Shall as a Legatc both from Rome and vs, Iy 
| Inſtantly giue them knowledge : the time's but ſhort: 
_ Andtill the date's expirde,prepare for ſport. Exennt- 


AcTvs 4. SCENA I. 


Enter Caradoc, Guinizer, Voadayhis fiſter, Muaxron, 
| Conftantine,Gald, Lord Morgan. | 


Cara.Now, beautious Queen & ſiſter\though our tedious 
| In warlike Bryttaine, hath, beene the cauſe _ (abſence 
Of your impriionment, yet,at.our rcturne, 

The gods in iuſtice haue repayde the wrong, 

Done to your beautics by bafe trechery, 

And forlt that damned inſtrument of finne, 


To hide his baſtard head in endleſic ſhame. 
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Forgets to honour thee or herin Joue, 
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Then,Royall Queene,(for that's a ſtile befits _ _— 
The royall vertues of ſuch peercleſſe luſtre) 
Aſcend your Throne,vvhileſt equally with me, £ 
You part,vvith full applauſe,your ſoueraignety. 
A flouriſh. Shee ts crowned. 
Omnes. Long buc Queene Gaininer,Queene of Cambria, 
Guin, Thanks,Royall Lord. Oh,may theſe ſnyling ſtars , 


That kindly haue conioynd each others loue, 


And of two bodies louingly made one, 
Croyyne all thy actions vvith a gracious looke, 


And make thce fortunate inpeace and yyarre. 


Not all the trecherous complots of that Fiend, 
Reſtraint of free ayre,cloſe impriſonment, 
Could with their ſtrange appearances imprinr 
Such fe-ling CharaQers of ludden woe, 

As your great conqueſt doth create neyy ioy, 


And cxultation of your dangers paſt, 
Cara, Thanks,gentle Loue.Now fifter Voada, 

The duty and the care that cuer ſince 

My reaſon could diſtinguiſh,and that fraternall loue 

Nature impoſed, that many Moones and yeeres 

Haue been imployde vnto the good I owe 

Thy riper yeares,ſhall in this mmures ſpace 

Bec full diſcharged:Therefore, thrice noble friend, 


I give vnto thy hand an Orient Pcarle 


Of more eſtecme,then that, which ata hcalth 

Great Cleopatra did carouſe in wine, 

To Romane Anthony.Loue her well, ſweet Prince; 

Eer it ſutficezpart of our Royall bloud 

Runs through the chanels ofher Azure veynes, z 


And that ſhe is our tiſter, | 
Gald.Rioht noble Prince, when Ga/d in licu of this. 


O 


So Kinglyand ſo rare a benefice, 
In whom the mirrour of bright Excellence. 


So cleare,and fo tranfparantly appeares) 
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May he liue branded with ſome heauy curſe, 
: Worſe then oppreſſion of the vyviddowes right: 
"Or when [ ſhall forget to offer vp 
A facrifice of my immaculate loue, 
 Vnto thy beautious altar,let me haue_ 
A baſe deformed obieR to my graue, . 
Uoada, And Princely Lord,may no delightſame gale 
Of ſweet content blow on this morrall Rate 
Of what I now poſſeſle,if from my heart 
' The deepe impreſſion of my loue deparr. 
eA Trumpet within. 
Cara. Couſin Morgar,looke what Trumpet s this, 
Morgan. 1 warrant her,tis for more knocks on the pate. 
Romans call you her? Be Cad,ſcuruy Romanes, that can- 
not let her alone, in ter own Countries. Ile choke ſome 
ofher with cauſe bobby, or drowne her in hogſheads of 
Perry and Mctheglin. 2 = 
He goes to the dore. Enter Marcus Gallicus. 
I pray you, from whence come her? 
Marcus, From Rome, 
Morgan. From Rome! AndI pray you, what a poxe ayles 
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her, that you cannot keepe herat home? haue you any | 


Walpes 11 her tayles? or line Eeles in her pelly,you cannot 
kcepe her athome? Harke you me: I pray you, how toth 
M. Ceſar? toth he neede cra parbour? Looke you now : let 


hin come to Wales, and her Coufin Caradec ſhall trim his 


crownes,I warrant her. 
Marc, T vnderſtand you not. 


org. Cads nayles?Cood ro Morgan ſpeake 


Hebrewes or no? Vnderſtand her not? 

Cara. Now,Romane, for thy habit ſpeaks thee ſo: 
Is it to vs thy meſſage is directed? 

Marc. Yes,Prince.And thus the Romane General ſayes, 
If within ten dayes ſpace thou wilt refigne 
Thy Kingdome to the heyre, Lord Calbee, | 
From whom thou doeſt detayne it wrongfully, : 

| Thou 
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WELSHMAN, 
Thou ſhalt haue uu : but if thou doeſt deny, 


. Sterne warre by force,ſhall force it preſently. 

Morg. Harke you now,Coufn,Cads bluc-hood,it you 
had beate out her praynes,you had peene quiet.Shcſu,more 
troubles and fex As ata orld is this? 

, Cara.Dares that damn'd Traytour ope his helliſh throat 
Againſt our righ t?Or iſt your Romane guize, 
To backe blacke Treaſons and conſpiracies? 
Embaſladour,returne ynto thy Lord : 
| Within theſe ten dayes he ſhall heare from vs. Aſide. 
Burt by the gods that doe vphold the frame 
And bricks of the world, leſt it ſhould fall 
Vpon the head of that damn'd murtherer, 
It ſhall be to his coſt. Come,ler's away, 


Enter a ſhepheard running haſtily. 


Shep. O mighty King, pitty thy peoples wrongs, 
And ceaſe the clamors of both young and old, 
| Whoſceyes doe penetrate the gates of heauen, 
Tolooke yponthe tragicall mito 
And bloudy ſpoyle of euery paſſenger. 
Our ſheepe deuoured,our ſhepheards dayly ſlaine, 
All by a Lions Serpent,not bo hence, 
Whom lefle, great King,you doe preuentin time, 
A timeleſſe maſlacre ouerruns yourland, _ 
And danger waites,euen at your Palace gates, 
And your ſclfe's as incident to death, 
As euery common Hynde it hath deuoured. 
Therefore delay not, mighty Soueraigne. 
Cara. A Serpent? where? when? how came it thither? 
Ue not demurre,Shepheard,leade on the way, 
le follow thee. There's danger in detay. 
Come, Couſin Morgas, goe along with vs. 
Princes,farewell awhile, 
Meorgan.Cads blue-hood,fight with Teuils.I warrant her, 


ſome 
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ſome Embaſſadors from Belrz.ebubs ſhortly. Here's a great 


ceale of fturics. I pray Cad plefle her from Tewls.They are 
a great tcale worſe then Marſhall men, and Bum-Bayly. 
From all of them, Cood Lord dcliuer her, 1 come, 
Couſin. 

Guiniver, Good Angels guide thy dangerous enterpriſe, 
And bring thee backe, with conqueſt to thy friends, 
Some powerfull Spirit houer ouer the head 
Of my deare Lord,and gard him from the rage 
Ofthar fell Monſter. Come, Princes,let 's away, 


A womans fcares can hardly ſtint or ſtay. Exennt, 


Manet Marcus Gallicus. He lookes after Uoada. 


Mzrcus. Thaue not ſcenc a beauty more dwine, 


A gatc more like to /xnoes,Queene of heauen. 
I cannot tell;bur if there be a Cup:d, 


Arrowes and flames,that from the ſacredfires 

Of louc and patſon, that fond men inſpires 

With deſperate thoughts, kindles our vain deſires : 

Then in this breſt their localtplace muſt be, 

Oh Loue, how powerfull is thy Deity, 

That binds the vnderſtanding,blinds the eye! 

Yet here's an obic& for the cye ſo rare, 

Deceyr can nere beguile,it is ſo fayre. 

This chaſe le keepe,and eyther winne the game, 

Or loſc the golden Fleece vnto my ſhame, Exit. 


ACTYV$S'4. SCENA 2. 


Emter Shepheard,Caradoc Morgan, 


Cara. Now,ſhepheard,are we yer within the ken 
Of this fell monſter? 


Sheph. Not yet,my Lord; and yet,me thinks, this place 


ſhould not be farre, 
Car. 
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Cara. Thervhere weele ſtay: it may be,being hungry, 
The dreadfull monſter now yvill ſecke his rey, Emer 
And range towards vs.Come,lct's walke =_ old man. 

O1d man.Stay,ventrous Prince,and from an old mans 
Receyue the meanes,thar ſacred heauens decree, (hand, 
Torid thy Land from this perplexity, - 7 
No force of {word can conquer helliſh fiends, 

By blacke inchantments made to take thy life : 
Thou maiſt with yon caſe cleauerocks aſunder, 
Or with thy hands breake Adamants in twayn, 
Which nought but bloud of Goates can mollifie, 
Then pierce the { kales of this infernall Monſter. 
About thee take this precious ſoueraigne herbe, 
That Mercuryto wile Viiſſes gaue, 
To keepe him from the rageof Cyrces charmes. 
This precious herbe,maugre the fagce of hell, 
From blackeſt ſorcery keepes ſound and well. 
Farewell, great Prince. _ * Exit. 
| Cara. Fhanks,gentle Father. And ſee, the Serpent comes, 
nter the Serpent. Caradoc ſhewes the herbe. The Serpent 
ies mntot AHI runs after. It thunders. 
Now Caradec,purſue this helliſh Fiend. : 
He arags the Magician ont by the heeles. 
Curſed Impoſter,damn'd Inginer of plots, | 
As blacke in curſed purpoſes,as night, . 
When by your hellifh charmes,ſhe mournes in blacke 
And fable ycſtments;tell me,thou ſonne of darkeneſle, 
Where that Inuentor of miſchicuous ills 
_ Gloſter remaynes, . | : 
Blxſo. There in that caue : but he 15 fled from thence, 
And being frantike with the horrid ſighe 
Of fearefull apparitions,in deſpayre 
Runnes vp and downe theſe ſolitary Groues, 
Where ſhortly Furies, with their diueliſh haunts, 
Willleade him to a ſad and violent death. 

Cara, Wert thou the authour?tell yponthy life. 

| G  Bluſo.No, 


THE. VALIANT. 
Bluſo, No,Prince : for in this horrid Caue 


There lives my aged mother ,deepe m $kill 
Of —_— Exorciſmes,as the art it ſelfe 


Excceds the boundlefle depth of humane wit. 
With her the Earle conſpirde, to draw you hither 
By this inuention. 

Cara. Riſe, come forth,thou valy Hagge,from thy darke 
Cell.  Heplucks theWuch _ the heeles.. 
Couſin Morgan,throw her into the flames 
Of the burning Temple. 

Hee carries her,and throwes her in. 
 Atorgan. I warrant her. By ſhefu,tis a hote whore, 
Cara, On this condition doe 1 giue thee life, 
Thar firſt, if ſuch an helliſhart as this 
May ſerue to vertuous vſes, then direct 
The ſcope of all thy (kill, to ayde poore men, 
Ditltreſt by any cath ualty or chance, | 
And ſpecially our friends. 
| Bluſe: This Bluſo yowes to keepe inuiolable. | 

Cara, Come,Couſmn (gre af in this are known, 

That for their ſubiecs liues,negleR their owne. + 


.AcTvs 4+ SCENA J- 


Enter 4 company of Ruſtickes bearing the body *G GloFter. 


| Cara. How now,Sirs,whart heauy ſpeRacle affronts our 
eyes? 
f Clowne. Come,my maſters,euery man his part, hee ſhall 
be examined,ere we part with him, . 
Nerghb. Tis fir, neighbour,for he that has no more care 
of himſelfe ,vhat will he haue of another fellow? 
Cara, Whoſe body is that, my friends? 
Clows. Tis not a body ,Sir, tis but acarkaſe, fir, ſome: 
Gentleman it ſcemes;for if hee had becne a prom man, that 
labours for his liuing,he would hauc foun ſomewhat clſc 
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to doe,and not to haue hangde himſelfe. 
Cara. Alacke,alacke,a wretched caſe, 
Clown. Nay truly, neucr beſtow pitty on him,that could 
not pitty himlelfe, 
Bluſo. Tis Glofters body,noble Caradec. 
| Cara. A Traytors body,then heauens iuſtice ſhowne, 
That in contriving miſchiefe for his owne. 
Aor. Ii lis head were taken from his ſhoulders, 'twere 
very well,and poalc his headon a high cragge. 
Clown. Y ou may poale his head here,ifit pleaſe you, but 
rruely it is not uk the labor, for it is a fleece of the loyv- 
zeſt haire that euer was hanged, _ 
 Morg. Youare aprattling C oxcombe,1I would haue his 
head mounted on a poale, for all falſe knaues roſce and 
behold, 
Clow. Why fir,you may ſee it now,and the reft ſhall ſce 
it hereafter. | 
Mor. The reſt fir,mercy ypon vs,doe you reckon me a 


falſe knaue?by S., Daxie, I will melt a ſtone of tallow from 


your kidneyes. "- 
Cara, Nay,good Sir orga. 
Morg. Pray you Couhin,let me goe. 
Clow. Let your Couſin,let him, come, you ſhall haue dig- 


gon of Chy:r de, I warrant you. 


' Morg. Harke yo, harke you Couſin, he ſpeakes Brittiſh, 
by ſheſu, I not ſtrike him now, if he call mee three knaues 


more. Godplefle vs, if he do not ſpeake as good Brittiſh, 
as any is in Troy.walles. Gine me both your right hands, I 
prayFyou,let vs be friends for cuer and euer. 

Clown Sir,you ſhal! be friends with a man of credit then: 

_ for] haue a hundreth pound in blacke and white, fimple as 

 Iſtand here : and fimple as I ſtand here, I am one of the 
Crowners queſt at this time. ": IM 

Ommnes. 1,for, fimplc as we all ſtand here, wee arcno leflc 

at this time, L N IS 

Clown. And it may be;as ſimple ax we are here, if we ay, 
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he _ be buried, he ſhall,and if we ſay not, it may not be 
neyther. 

. But he is dead, whether you will or no. 

Clo. Not ſo,for he died with my good will, for I neucr 
wept for him. 

* Morg.And his body ſhall be duſt, whether you wil, or no. 

Clo. It may be not neyther,as in our wiſdomes we ſhall 
conclude,perhaps weele burne him,then he ſhall be burned 
to aſhes. 

Mor. By S.Danies,it is very true, | 
C/. For anter,not ſo neither, weele ſell himto the Apothe- 
carics for mimey.For anter not ſo neyther,it may be weele 
bang him vp for the Crowes meats,and then he ſhalbe cur - 
ned to that that fals vpon their heads, that has no nevv 
clothes at Whitſonrtide. | 

Morg Hold your tongue there, I beſecch you. 

Clo.You muſt take it as it fals,and as the fooliſh Fates,and 
{o the queſt decrees. 

Car.Leauc it to themſclues, they cannot diſpoſe roo ill of 
the remainder of ſo blacke a villaine.Our hidtous worke is 
done, Exit Caradoc cf Morgan. 

0 Manent Ruſtichs. 

Clo. My maſters ,and fellow queſtmen, this is the point , 
we areto ſearch out the courſe of law, whether this man 
that has hangde himlſclfe, be acceflary to his own death or 
no. 
1.Nei.Tis a hard caſe burlady neighbors,to iudge truly. 
2.Nei.Sure,I do thinke he is guilty. 
| Clo. Take heed, your conſcience muſt be vmpler in the 
© caſe. ] putthis point to you, whether cuery one that hangs 
himſelfe, be willing to j ic of no? 


2.Netwg.1l,l,ſurc he is willing. 
C/. 1 fay no,for the hangman hangs himfelfe, and yet he 
15 not willing to die. = 
3-Nerg.How dos the hangman hang himſelfc? 
C/. 1 mary dos he, fy; for if he hauc not a man to _—_ 
| OIMICe 


office for him, he muſt hang himſclfe : ergo, euery man that 
hangs himſelfe is not willing to die. 

1, Neigh. Heſayes very true indeed: but now fir, be. 
ing dead, who ſhall anſwere the King for his ſubze&? 

Clo. Mary fir, he that hangd his ſubieR, 

2.Nei. That was himfelfe. C* 

3. Neighb. No fir, I doe vhinke it was the halter that 
hangde him. | 

Cho. I, inaſort,but that was,ſe offendendo, for it may be, 
he meant to haue broke the haltcr,and the halter held him 
out of his owne defence. 

I.Nergh. But is not the Ropemaker in danger that made 
it? | | 
Clo. No, for hee goes backeward, when tis made, and 
therefore cannot ſee before, what will come after; ney- 
ther is the halter in fault, for hee might vrge the halter, 


nolens volens,(as the learned ſay) neyther is he in fault, 
becauſe his time was come that hc ſhould be hanged:and 


thecefore I doe conclude,that he was. conſcious and guilt- 


leſſe of his owne death : Morcouer, he was a Lord, and a 

Lord in his owne precinct has authority to hang and draiv 

himſclfe, 
2.Nei.Then ncighbour,he niay be buried. 


_ Cl.Of great reaſon,alwayes he that is aliue muſt die,and 


he that is dead muſt be buricd. 
ds, 16s truly in my conſcience,he dos not deſerue to 


be burie 
Cl. Oh,you ſpeake partiouſly neighbor Crabrree, not de- 


' ſerue to be buricd?] lay,he deſerues to bee buricd aliue that 


hangs himlelte. 

3.Neig.Bur for his clothes neighbour. 

C/. His clothes are the Hangmans. | 

2.Neigh.Why then he muſt have them himſeltea 

C/.T his is a ſhrewd poynt of law,this might he do noxw, 
becauſe he would ſaue charges, and defeat the Hangman: 
this muſt be well handled,did he make a Will 
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, 2 Neigh.Noghedied deteſtable. 
C/. Why then, they fall ro his right heyre male. for a foe 
male cannot inherite-no breeches, vale c ſhe weares them 
in hcr husbands daycs, | | 


1-Ne/gh.But where ſhall we finde him? 
_ C/. Tis true, well then for want of ifſuc, they fall to the 
chicfe mourner;I will be he to ſauc you all harmeles, I will 
take his clothes vpon mine owne backe,I will begin with 
| is cloke,do you take every man his quarter, and I will fol- 
low with doleand lamenration. 

2.Ne:gh. Then thus the verdit is giuen yp. 
cam LL 
2. Neigh. Alas Neighbour, how mournfully you ſpeake 


4 Iready 
Clow. Ir is the faſhion ſo to doe, 


Es, Beare vp the body of our hanged friend, 
Silke was his life, a halter was his end: - 
The Hangman hangs too many ( raceleſſe elfe) 
Then why ſhould any man, thus _ ge; 
If any aske, why Iin teares thus imme? 


Know,I mourne for his clothes, and not for him, 
Exenot. 


AcTvS'4- SCENA 4. 
Enter Bardb, or Chorus. 


Bardh. Thus haue you ſeen a man "EP? daring choughts 
Euen hell it ſelfe, the treaſury of terrours, 
Whoſe very ſhapes make Narurec looke agaſt, * 
Cannot outface. Now once more turne your eyes, 
And view the ſudden mutabilities, 
That wayte vpon the greateſt fauourite 
That cuer Fortune fauourde with her loue, 
Sterne Caradec, yertuoully returnd, 
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Hoping to ſee his beautious Queene and friends, 

. His filter Voada, whom he had left 

With trecherous Cormwall, who villain-like betraid 
The Towne and Voada,as yet a mayde, * . 
Vnto the hands of Marcus Gallicw, 

Sonne tothe Romane General, who,as we ſaw, 
Was farre inamor'd of that warlike Dame, 

And to the Romance Band conducts her ſafe, 
Whileſt Ga/d, her huſband,flics to ſaute his life, 

And indiſguiſc,ſeckes the Magician forth, 
Intreating him by prayers, fighes and teares, 

To w_ Flom by his Arte, whileſt Caradecs fayre Queene, 
Together with her daughter,made eſcape, _ 
And fled vnto her Lord,who being inraged, - 
His manly — doubled his refolue, 

The Romane hoſte purſuing of his Queene 
And her young daughter, Who, when Caradee eſpide, 
Arm d with a ſtrength inuincible,he fought 

In fingle oppoſition 'gainſt an hoſte: 

Which famous batrell, becauſe hiſtories, 

Aboue the reſt,to his immorrtall fame, 
Haue quoted forth, willing to piue it life 
 Andeuerlaſting motion,with the reſt 


Shall be in lively Sceanes by him expreſt. —— Alarum.. 
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Acrvs 4. SCENA Fo 


Enter Caradsc in haſte, Guininer her daughter, 
and Morgan. 


Morg. Cads blue-hood,Coufin, take her to her heeles : 
was neuer inſuch tanſhers. Will her not ſturre? why. looke 
you now,the Romanes come vpon her with as many men z: 
as Mercers keepe Wenſhes; or Wenſhes decayed ſhentle- 
men. Harke you: [le call her Coufin Af::#ro,and our Cou- 
fin Conſtantine,and come to her picſently. 


Cara, 


THE VALIANT 
. Cara, Damned Cornewall, mayl(t thou — hell for 


 Wrackt by the Furics on [xioxs wheele, (this, - 
And whipt with ſtcelc for this accurſed treaſon, Alarm. * 


Enter the Romanes with their Souldiours. | | 


Oftor. Yeecld thee,proud Welſhman, or weele force thee 
ycelde.' | | 
Cara. Art thou a Romanc,and canſt ſpeake that language, 
The mother tongue of fugitives and ſlaues? 
| No,Romanes:ſpare theſetwo;and if'T flie, 
The Romane hoſte ſhall beare me company. 


| They fight, ſometimes Caradoc reſcueth his Wife, ſomtimes 
hu daughter and killeth many of the Romanes,cy at laſt , 
they beate him in and take hs Wife and Daughter. 


Oſtorins. Come, Lady,you muſt goe along with ys, 
Guin. Even where you will, if Caradoc luruiue, 
My dying ſoule and ioyes are yet aliue, 


Exenut- 
Enter Caradec diſguiſed in a Souldionrs habit. 


Cara. Faſhion thy ſelfe,thou great and glorious light, 
To my diſguiſe,and maſke thy ſubtill (ighe, - 
That peepes through cuery cranny of the world; 
Put on thy night-gowne of blacke "OBpy cloudes, 
And hide thy ſearching eye from my diſgrace. 

Oh Cornewall,Cornewall,this thy trecherous aR, 
That hath eclipſ'd the glory of great Wales, 

Shall ro ſucceeding ages tell thy ſhame, 

. Andhonour ſound + #ha of Cornewals name, 
The gods with forked thunder ſtrike thy wrong, 
And men in ſhamefull Ballads fing thy fa, 

That baſely thus haſt recompenſt thy King, 

But curſes are like arrowes ſhot vpright. 


That 


WELSHMAN. 


That ofcentimes on our owne heads do light: -. 

And many times our ſelues in rage proue worſt, 

The Foxe ne're better thriues, but yyhen accurſt. 

This is a time fot policy ro moue, 

And lackey vvith diſcretion,and not rage. 
My thoughts muſt now be ſuted to my ſhure; - 

And common patience mult attend the helme, 

And ſtere my reaſonto the Cape of hope. 

At Yorke the noble Prince Venu/ius dwels, 

That beares no {mall afte&tion to our lelfe, 

To him lle write a letter, whoſe contents 

Shall certifie th'affaires concerne my ſelfe, 

Which 1 my ſelfe in this _ will beare, 

And ſound the depth of his affe&ion, 

Which if bur like a friend, he lend his hand, 

Ile chaſe the Romanes from this famous land. 


ACTYS 4. SCENA 6. 


Enter Gald ina Shepheards habit and Bluſs 
_ the HMagiciav. = 


Gald. Deare Bluſo,thus farre haue my weary ſteps, 


Through paſlages,as craggy as the Alpes, 
Silent and ynknowne oy intricate, 


As arc the windings of a Laborynth, 
Search't out the vncouth Cell of thy abode, 


The Romane hoſte haue ſeizd niy[beautious wife, 
And with the rude and ruggy hand offorce, 

As Paris kept bright Hellen the Greekes, 
Denying ranſome,more like Canibals 

Then honourable Romanes, keepe her ſill. 

| And neuer more ſhall Ga/d injoy the ſight 

Of his ſoules flouriſhing obieR, till thy \ kill, 
Exceeding humane rofifbilities, 

| Worke her inlargement,and my 0 


. Ex, 


THE. VALIANT 
Bluſe. Fayre 'Prince,] were ingratefull ynto him, 
That next to heauen, preſerued,and gaucme life: 
And more, by folemne othe Iam obliged, | 
In fortet of my ſoule,and hope of blifle, * 
To vie the {kill I haue,to vertuous ends; 
Amongſt the which, this is the capitall. 
Then doubr not,Prince,but ere this night be ſpent, 
She ſhall be free,and you ſhallreſt content. = 
Gala. Fhanks,learned Blyſo,this thy courteſie 
Hath bound Prince Ga/d,in endles bonds of loue ; 
To thee,and to thy art. Now ſtretch thy ſpels, 
And make the winds obey thy fearefull Charmes. 
Strike all the Romanes with amazing terrour 
 Atourapproches : let them know, 
That hell's broke looſe,and Furics rage below. 


AETVS 4. SCENA 7, 


Enter Uenuſs, Duke of Yorke with other attendant:, 
and hu wife Cartamanda. 


Uena.:lIlong haue miſt thoſe honourable warres, 
Which warlike Rome againſt the Bryrtraines hold: 
But fince we heare,and ing by true report, 

And credible intelligence from many, 

Who lately haue returned from the Campe, . 
That Wales and Rojne begin freſh blceding war, 
I doe intend with ſpeed toſce the Army, 

And pay my loue,as tribute vato Rome. 

But yet I grieue,thatſuch inteſtine jarre | 
Ts falne berwixt ſuch.an-heroike Prince,, 1}, - -;. 
As is the King of Wales,apd powestull Rome... 
The Romanes doe in multydes exceede, 

He, well inſtructed in true fortitude, EE: 
A Graduate in Martiall diſcipline, © 1a 
And needs no Tutour:for in pupill age | 


f £ ; k. : . Y ” 
A. c 7g. £55 4 * 
*. DE mn cs 1a -0+ ute P _ I” R IS 0" Ay 4 ! a I. ae 
<= a. — a + ve. au £5 oa Sd nes 4 . — p G = VF 
: - 


WELSHMAN. 

He was brought vp in honours rudiments, 
And-.learnde the elements of warlike Arts. 
Then much I muſe, why Ceſar ſhould beginne, 
, That {carce hath ended with the Bryttiſh Watrres; 
Or who's the Author of theſe firebrands 
Difſention thus hath kindled. 

Cart. It may be,noble huſ baud, the defire 
Of Principality and Kingly rule, 
As yet is boundlefle and yncircumſcribde: 
Burt if our reaſons eye could {ce our ſelues, 
That's neereſt to vs,and not like proſpectiues, 
Behold afarre off, great men were themſelues: 
Or, if like Philip King of Macedon, | 
Whoſe boundlefſe minde of ſoueraigne Maicſty 
Was like a Globe, whoſe body circular 
Admits noend,feceing by chance, the length 
Of thc.1mpreſſion, which his body made 
Vpon the ſands,and onely by afall, 
Wondred,that ſuch a little ſpace contayn'd 
The body,when the minde was infinite, 
And in this Morall plainely did foreſce 
The longitude of mans mortality, 
Bur ſoft, whar-Souldiour's this? 

Emter Caradoe deſcuiſed. 7 

Cara.And't pleaſe you, Madam,from the King of Wales. 
I bring this letter to Venuſie, 
Your Royall huſ band. 

Ueme. Come, louldiour,prithce let me ſee: 
I long to heare from noble Caradoc.  Hereades it 
_ Carta. Say,ſouldiour,cameſt thou from Wales? 
What newes betwixt the Welſhmen and the Romances? 

Cara, Madam, a glorious victory to Rome, 
The Towne of Gloſter vildely being betray'd 
By Cornewals complots and conſpiracies, 
Euen 1n the dead of night: and to augment 
His Treafons to the hezghe of hus deſert, 


H 2 | _ Euen 
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| THE VIALIANT ” 
Euen in the abſence of his Lord and King, | 
Whiulelt Caraazc,at his returne,in ra ge, 
Though ſingle,and inuiron d round with foes, 
Fought like a Lybian Lion : But to conelude, : 
Not Hercules againk a multitude. | 
And thus at Ods was forſt to flee the place. 
UVenu,Souldiour,come hithet, where is Caradoc? 
Cara. In Wales, my Lord,and ſtayes for your reply. 
Ven. Souldiour, I wiſh,if-wiſhes could preuayle, 
 Thyprincely Maſter were with ys awhile, 
Till all theſe cloudes of blacke contention 
Were eyther ouerblowne,or elſe diſſolued. 
Fame hath not left a man, more fitfor talke 
Or diſputation in bright honours ſcholes, 
Then is thy noble Maſter. When Tbchold 
His noble portrayrure but in conceit, 
Me thinks, ſee the reall thing it ſclfe 
Ot perfite Honour and Nobility, 
And not fantaſtically apprehend 
Onely the ayry fictions of the brayne, 
I now repent, that thus long I haue ſpent 
My honour and my time,in ayding Rome, 
And thus far hauec digreſt from Natures lawes, 
 Toaydea forrayne Nation 'gaialt mine owne. 
Were but thy Maſter herc,he ſoone ſhould ſee, 
He hath his with,and Wales her liberty. | 
Caradoe puts off his diſguiſe. | 
Cara. Then know,kind Prince, thartiius Fhaue preſum d, 
Toput thy honoured louewnto the teſt, 
In this diſguiſc, and with auricular boldneſſc 
 Haucheardyour tale of profeſt amity. 
And noble fricnd,then here ſtands Caraavc, 
Who now is come petitioner to thy ayde, 
Bctrayde vnto the Romanes by a villayne, . 
And whileſt by dint of ſword 1 feareleſle paſt, 
Thorow the Legions of the puiſlant hofte, 
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WELSHM AN. 


My Queene and daughter they haue priſoners tane, 
Whoſe memory quickens my dangers paſt, 

And adds new fucll to my bleeding ſoule. 
Then,if thou bceſt not verball, but thy tongue 

Is with a ſingle ſtring ſtrung to thy heart, 

All Wales ſhall honour thee and thy deferr. 

| Venu.Brave Prince,as welcome to Venuſins, 
| Asſleepe to wearied Nature. But now the time 
Fits not for frivolous complements, Awhile 
Repoſe your ſelfe with me,where you ſhall be 
As lecret,as men would keepe their finnes 
From the worlds eye,whileſt in the meane time, 1 
Prepare my forces. Witc,view this noble Prince tf 
This is that man, that,in deſpite of Rome, 
This nine yearcs ſpace hath brauely waged warre , 
And now 6 Treaſon's forſt vnto his friends. 
Then,wife,as thou doeſt render our regard, 
Reſpe&this Prince,and keepe him prinately, 


Varill I doe returne, Farewell, noble Prunce. Kid : 


Carta, Welcome,great Prince, Here thinke your ſeltc 
As ina Sanctuary, from your foes. (ſecure, 
My huſ band oftentimes hath worne out time, 
Diſcourling of your worths ſuperlatuwe: 
And I amproud of ſuch a — gheſt. 
Cara. Lady,I ſhall be troubleſome: but ere long, 
I hope once more to meet this trayterous hoſt, 
And ſcale my wrongs with ruine of my foes. 
Fame wrongs the Romanes with theſe noble tiles 
Ot honour,and ynſeconded deſerts. - 
Theſe attriburgs are onely fitte for men, 
That God-like ſhould be qualified with hate 
Of ſuch infe&ious finnes as Treaſons are. 
Weake-pated Romanes! what fidelity 
Can be in Traytors, who are ſo vniuſt, 
That their own Country is deceiuedin truſt? 


Come, Madam,will you ſhew the way? Exeunt . 
E =y  Acryvs 
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THE VALIANT 


ACTVSF5. SCENA I. 


Enter Bluſo the Magician,and Gald. 


Gald. Now,Bluſo,thus farre haue wee by thy Arte, 
Euen to their priuate lodgings, feareleſle paſt 
Inuilible to any morrall eye. 

Burt, Blſo,telt me,are we yet arriued 
At our expected Hauen? 
Bluſe. This is her Chamber:here will we ſtand ynſcene, 
And yet {ce all thac paſſe, 
Tis almoſt dead of night:and now begins 
Sleepe, with her heauy rod to charme the eyes 
Of humane dulnefſe, Here ſtand weyyet awhile, 
Andin this ſilent time obſerue the loue, ; 
The Romane Generals ſonne beares to your wife, 
Who long hath borne the ſiege of his hote luſt: 
And now behold, kke bloudy Tarqum comes, 
Enter CMarers Gallicus, with a candle m his | 
| hand,andhis ſword drawne. 7, 
Being non-ſuted,to fatiſhe the heate 
Ofhis inſatiate and immoderate bloud, 
| That boyling runs through his fadulterous veynes. 
A little while giue way voto his practiſe, 
And when weleccatime,preuent his purpoſe, £4 
Mar.Night,that doth baſcly keepe the dore of fine, 
And hide grofſe murthers and adulteries, 
With all the mortall ſinnes the world commits, 
From the clearc cyc-ſight of the morning Sunne : 
Thou, that ne're changeſt colour for a finne, 
Worle then Apoſtaſie, ſtand Centinel this houre, 
And with thy Negroes face vayle my intent, 
Pur out thy golden candles with thy fogs, 
And let originall darkenefle,thatis ed 
With Chaos to the Center,gard my ſteps. 


How | 
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WELSHMAN, - 
How huſhe is all things! andthe world appeares 
Like to a Churchyard full of dead, 
Deaths picture, Sleepe,looks,as if paſſing bels 
Went for cach vitall ſpirit,and appeares, 
As if our ſoules had tooke their generall fli ght, 
And cheated Nature of her motion. | 
Then on,vnto thy practiſe : none can deſcry 
Thy black e intent,burt night and her blacke eye. 


He goes to her bed upon the Stage,and wy 


lookes vpon her. 

Behold the locall refidehce of loue, 

Euen in the Roſie tinQure of her cheeke, 

Tamall fire, and muſt needs be quencht, 

Or the whole houſe of nature will be burnt, 

Fayre Voada,awake:tis I,awake, ' He awakes her, 
Uoad. Ami adreamd?Or,doe I wake indeed? 

I am betrayd.Fond Lord,what make you here 

Art this vnfcaſonable time ofnight? 

Ist not inough that you importune 

Each houre in the day?burtin the night, 

When euery creaturenods his ſleepy head, 

You ſeeke the ſhipwracke of my ſporleſſe honour? 

For ſhame forbeare,and cleare a Romans name, 

From the ſuſpirion of ſo foule a finne. 

Perhaps youle ſay, that you are fleſh and bloud. 

Oh my good Lord,were you but onely ſo: - 

It were no finne, but naturall inſtin& :_ 

And then that noble name that we call man, 

Should vndiſtinguiſhtpaſſe,cuen like a beaſt. 

But man was made diuine, with fuch a face, 

As might behold the beauty of the ſtarres, 

And all the glorious workemanſhip of heauen. 

Beaſts onely are the ſubieQs of bare ſenſe; 

Bur man hath reaſon and intelligence. 


Beaſts foules die with them:but mans ſoule's diuine: 


And therefore needs muſt anſwere for eche crume. 


NM 


Marcus. 
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THE VALIANT 


Marcum. Thy ſpeeches are like oyle ynto a flame, 
I muſt enioy thee. If thou wilt yecld to me, 
Le be thy friend for cuer : but if denide, 
By force I will attempt, what by fayre meanes 
\. Icannot compaſſe.Beſides,thou art my captiue, 
And ſtandlt a ſuter for thy liberty. 
'  Ioada, 1,formy body:bur my ſoule is free. 
Gald, I can no longer heare theſe arguments, 
Come, Bluſo,helpe me to conuey her hence, 
They tumble Marcus oner the bed,and take 
her away. 
Mar. What Fury hath deprived me of my ioy, 
And croſt my Made in the heat of luſt? 
What,is ſhe gone?Oh all you ſacred powers, 
| Remir this finne, vnaRted, but by thought: 
And by thoſe heauenly patrones of chaſte minds, 
Vertuc,like to my ſoulc,ſhall wholy be ES 
Diffuſed through euery member.Thus powers aboue 
Doe,with vnknowne means,ſfcourge vnlawfull louc. 


Enter Cartamanda with her Secretary. 


Carta. Already TI haue poſted to the Generall, 
Tortell him, Caradec is in our hands, 
And bid him make haſte:for this, ere the day, 

A womans wit ſhall ſerue for to betray. - 
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Exw. 


And ſec,he comes, Welcome, thrice-honoured Lord, 


Enter Generall with his Army. 
Warily,Souldiours;there his Chamberis, 
And he nor yetabed. Beſet him round. 
What wars haue miſt,a woman (hall confound, 
Thy General drawes the Curtaines and finds 
Caraadoc 4 reading, 
Oſterius, Now Caradec,thy life is in our hands: 
Behold, thou art ingirtwith a whole hoſte. 
And couldſt thou borrow force of beaſts and men, 
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Ext. 


Thou 


WELSHMAN. + 
| Thou couldſt by no means ſcape. 
Cara.What | Souldiours in cuery corner ſer? 
_ The RomaneGenerall. Imam betrayde, 
Inhoſpitable woman,this with your ſexe began: 
The Serpent taught you to betray poore man. 
When God, like Angels,man created firſt, \ 
_ God man him bleſt, but woman moſt accurſt. 
| And fince that time, the chiefeſt good in women, 
Is to beguile moſt men,and true to few men. 
Yet Romanes, know, that Caradc here ſtands, 
In bold defiance, were you like the ſands, 
Oſtor. Aſſault him then. 6 
T hey fight,and Caradoc beates and onerthrowes 
many of thens. | 
- Oftor. Hold, noble Welſhman. 
Thou ſeeſt it is impoſſible to ſcape, 
Hadſt thou the ſtrengrh of mighty Herewles. 
If thou wilt yeeld,I vow by all the gods 
Thatdoe proteQ Ceſar and mighty Rome, 
By al the honours that the Romane power 
Haue won, fince Rommwlrs did build their walls, 
Becauſe thou art a man vnparaleld, '' 7 
Of honourable courage, Ile ingage 
My life for thine to Ceſar for thy freedome. 
Ceſar himſclfe admires thy fortitude, 
And will with honour welcome thee at Rome. 
He is 4 King, whom baſenefſe neuer toucht, 
And ſcorns to plucke's Lyon by the beard, 
Being a carkaſe.Speake,will you truſt our oath? 
Caradoc flags downe his e Armes,. © 
Cara. Itake thy word,preat Generall, 
And thinke nor,for any feare of death, 
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I proſtitute my life to Ceſars hands: © 
But for I know,Ceſar is like a King, | 
And cannot brooke abaſe mechanicke thought: '' 

Bur fyr to fee thoſe famous rowres of Rome, n 
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THE VALIANT 

Th:5 go.den Lion ſhall inlarge mc ſoone. > T” 

Oſtor, Then, Marius Ualens,you ſhall beare him thither; 
And for your gard, take the nineth Legion, 
Surnamed, The yaliant : and by the way, 
AtLondon ſtayes his daughter, wife and brother: - 
Let them to Ceſar beare him company. Exit Caradec. 
| Farewell, brauc Prince. Now Remanes once againe, 
Seing the Welfhmens glory is eclipſ, 
Let vs prouide to meet Lord Morgan, 
And Lord Conftantine, ET 
UVenu/1145, and the reſt that gathcrhead, _ 
And ſeate Prince Codigwne in whar's his right, 
That now haue gathered ſtrong and freſh ſupply. 
This battell ſhall adde honour to our name, 
And with triumphant Lawrell crowne our fame, Exeans. 


ACTVvsS 5, SCENA 3. 


Emer Uennſiu, Conſtantine and Lord M organ, 
with Senldionrs in Armes. 


Uenu. Thus,noble Lords, Venuſius armed comes, 

 Inloue to#/Yales,and that much wronged Prince, 
'Who now at Yorke, liucs-priuate from his foes, 

From whence we now will call him,and awake 

His ancient courage,that long time hath ſlept, 

 Vpon the downy pillowes of repole. 

Good Angels, cuide vs:this our lateſt Acife 

Shall ſet a period to our death ovlife. 

Conft.Me thinks,right noble Lord, yetIpreſage 

The horror of this batcell we intend, 

WH! coſt a maſſe of bloud;nor doc I (tand 

Firmely rcfolu'd;and the leaſt ſparke of yalour 

Turnes to. a Flame of Maguanimity, 

Oh,were my brother Caradoc but here, 


Our minds yvere made inuincible,all our thoughts 


Were 


WELSHMAN, 


Were fixt on warlike Muſicke,or any thing 
Beyond a common venter, And ſecc,in time 
Our princely brother,and our ſiſter comes. 
| Emer Gald, Bluſo,and Voada. 
Welcome,deare brother, how eſcapte you danger, 
And purchaſtſuch a happy liberty? 
Gald. All that I haue,I freely doe aſcribe 
Vnto this learned man, whoſe Goa Arte, 
| Beyond the ſtrayne of deepe Philoſophy, 
Or any naturall ſcience ynder heauen, 
Poſſeſt me of this Iewell of my (oule, 
And through the Romane hoſte inuifibje, 
Conuayde vs both ſafe,as you ſce we are. 
Morgan. Harke you me, you remember our Couſin Ca. 
radoc ms Horgan,do you not?Giue me your hands.Be Cad, 
I ſhall loue the Teuill, til breath's in her pody,for this tricke. 
Be Cad, he hath done more good then any Iuſtice of Peace 
this ſcuen yeres,for all her ſtocks and whipping poſts, Harke 
you menow. - | 
Corft. Harke,harke,the Romanes'march to vs with ſpecd. 
Now Royall Princes,thinke on our vilde diſgrace, 
Their Treaſons,falſhoods,and conſpiracies; 
And double reſolution wher your rage, 
Oh Caradec,there's nothing wants bur thee, 
And now too late to buckle on thy Armes. 
If in this bloudy ſkirmiſh I ſuruiue, 
Triumphs ſhall crown the glorious brow of Wales. 
Baſtard, begot at the backe dore of nature, 
Cornewall the author of theſe bleeding wounds, => 
That many a wreech ſhall ſuffer for their wrongs, p 
Behold, wc come arm'd with a triple ry te 
To ſcourge your baſe indignities with ſteele. 
| Noble Prince Gald,here in our brothers ſtead, 
ConduR our Army foorth as Generall. 
Romanes,come on,your pride muſt catch a fall. 


I 2 Acrrc 


Or bereuenged for all of rrechery. 


To adde freſh vigour to thy feeble limmes, 


THE VALIANT 


ACTvS 5. Sczna 4+ 


Enter Oftorius , Marcus Gallicus Ceſſins,Codignne % 
Cornewall with Souldioxrs. - 


Oftor. Now Bryttaifies,though the wrongs done to this 
And toour ſclues,deſerue a ſharpe revenge; | (Prince,. 
Yer,for wee pitty the effuſion | 
And hauocke that theſe cruell broyles intend, 

Once more in peace we craue this Princes right, 
Which your weake Army can no way detayne. 


Perhaps you ſtand ___ idle hopes 


_ Of Caradec : Know then, you are deceyued: 


For hee's our priſoner, and to Rome is ſent 
With Mavrlizs Valens to the Emperour. 
Then yeeld your {elues,or tric the chance of warre,. F | 
Gald. Then ſo we will, baſe Romanes. 
Henceforth,in ſtead of honourable names, 
Succeeding times ſhall brand your ſlauiſh thoughts 
With the blacke coales of treaſons and defame. | | 
Princes, ſince now you know the worſt of all, | 7 
Let vengeance tcach your valiant minds to mount ? 
Aboue a common pitch, inſpire your ſoules 
With the remorlelefſe thoughts of bloud and death; 
And this day ſpit defyance 11 the face | 
Of trccherous Roine,and thinke on this diſgrace, 
Codig. Stay, Prince,and let me ſpeake. 
Gald. Some Cannon ſhot ramme vp thy damned throar.. 
Peace, hell-hound,for thou fingſt a Rauens note, ' Alarnrm. 
T hey fight,and beat im the Romanes. — 
Enter at one dore Gald,znd at the other Codigune. 
Gald. Well mer, thou Fiend of hell:by heauen Ve die, 
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Codig. Weake Prince,firſt keepe a dyet for a time, 
And 


wo AO. 
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WELSHMAN. 


And then, perbaps,wecle teach thee bow to fight.(Treaſon. 
Gald. Villayne,che. heauens haue ftren gth inough a gainlt 
They fight.Gald killeth Codignne. | 
Enter Cornewall at one dore,and Morgan at the other. 
Atorg. Cad plefle her.Cormewals,be Cad,you are as arrant 
a Knaue,as any Proker in Longlanes.Harke you me, lle fight 
with her for all her treaſons and coniurations. 
They fight and Morgan killeth Corner all. | 
Morg. Fare you well, Couſin Cornewall, 1 pray you con- 
mend vs to Plutges and Proferpines,and tell all the Teuils of 
your afhnity and acquaintance,I thanke them for our Couſin 
Gald. 
Enter at one dore the Romane Staudard-bearer of the 
Eagle,and at the other adore, Conftantine, 
Conſt. Lay downe that haggard Eagle,and ſubmir 
Thy Romane Colours to the Bryttaines hands: 
Or by that mighty Mouer of the Orbe, 
That ſcourges Romes Ambition with revenge, 
Ie plucke her haughty feathers from her backe, R 
And with her, bury thee in endleſle night. 

Standerdb.Know,Bryttaines,threats vnto a Romanc breſt, 

Swell vs with -ma i like fire ſuppreſt; 
If thou wilt hauc her, winne her with thy Armes. 
They fight and Corſtantine winneth the Eagle,+ waweth it abort. 

Conſt. Thus, not in honour, but in foule diſgrace, 

We waue the Romane Eagle ſpight of foes, | 
Or all the puiſſant Army of proud Rome. 

= Enter Marcus Gallicus, 

Marc. Proud Welſhman,redeliuer vp that Bird, 
Whoſe filuer wings thou fluttereſt in the avre; 
The Veruels that ſhegeares, belong to Rome, 
And Rome ſhall hate, of Ile pawne my bloud, 

Conſt. Romane,behold,euen indiſgrace of this and thee, 
And all the fa&tious rout of trecherous Rome, | 
Ne keepe this Eagle;winne it if thou darcſt.. 

They fieht and are both Nlaine. 
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 Bucnfromthe Articke,roche Antarticke poles, 


THE VALIANT 


Enter Gald,V oadaV enuſius, Morgan. 

Gald, Sound aRetrcat. 'This day was bravely fought , 
Cornewall and Codigune,vvnhole inf*&ious breath 
Ingendred noylome plagues of bloud and death, ' 
With all the Romane hoſte is put to flighe. 

Thus by the hand of heauen, our peace is vyonne, 
And all our focs ſunke to confuſion. 


ACTYS 5. SCENA F. 


Enter firſt the Pretorian bands armed; they ſtand in rowes : 
then enter Mauron, Guininer, ber daughter Helena, 
' and Caradoc bound : they paſſe oner the Stage. 
Then enter Ceſar, the Empreſſe with 


the Senate. 


Ceſar. Novy famous Rome, that lately lay obſcurde 


_ Inthe darke cloudes of Bryttiſhinfamy, 


Appcares victorious in her conquering Robes, 
And like the Sunne,that in the midſt of heaucn 
Refle&s more glory on the teeming earth : 
So fares it with triumphant Rome this day. 


Bring forth theſe Bryttiſh Captives: Let them kneele 


For mercy,and ſubmit to Ceſars doome. 
| Enter Manron, Guininer her daughter nd. 
Caradoc : They all bend their knees 
y . to Ceſar,except Caradec, 
Ceſar. What's he that ſcornes to bow, when Ceſar bid? 
Cara. Ceſar,a man,that {cornes to bow to [ove, 
Were hea man like Ceſar:ſuch aman, 
That neither cares for life,nor teares tgdie. 
I vyasnot borne tokneele, but ro the Gods, 
Nor baſcly bovy vnto alumpe of clay, 
In adoration of aclod of earth, 
Were Ceſar Lord of all the ſpacious yvorld, 


= WELSHMAN. 

And but g manzin ſpite of death and him, 
Ide keepe my legs vpright, honour ſhould ſtand. 
' Fixt as the Center,at no Kings commaund. 
'Fhou mayeſt as well inforce the fomin g ſurge 
Ofhigh-ſwolne Neptune,with a word retire, 
And leaue his flowing tide,as make me bow. 
Thinks Ceſar,thar this petty miſery 

Of ſeruill bonds,can make true honour ftoope? . 
No,tis inough for Sicophants and ſlaves, 
To crouch to Tyrants,that feare their graues. 
I was not borne when flattery begd land, 
And eatc whole Lordſhips vp with making legs. 
Let it ſuffice : were Ceſar thrice as great, 

Ide neyther bow to Rome, him nor his ſeate. 

Ceſar.So braue a Brytraine hath not Ceſarheard; 

But ſoft;I am deceyued, but 1 behold 
The golden Lyon hang about his necke, 
That I deliuered to + valiant Souldiour, 

That ranſoruleſſe releaſt me of my bonds, 
Great ſpirit(forthy tongue bewrayes no leſle) 
If Ceſar may intreat thee, kindly tell, 
Where,or from whom hadit thou that golden lyon, 
That hangs about thy necke? 

Car.From Ceſar,or from ſuch another man, 

That ſeem'd no lefſe in power then Ceſar is, 


% Whom tooke captiuc,(and ſo Cefar was) 


And ranſomleſlc ſent backe vato his Tents. 

Then,if 1n all he like to Ceſar be, 

Ceſar,I am deceyu'd, but thou arthe.. | 
Ce.But he that tooke me ,was a common ſouldicr. 
Car.No,Ceſar:but diſguil dI left my troupes, 

Being forbidden by the Bryttiſh King, 

To fight atall,and ruſhr into'the hoſte, 

Wherc,from thy hands Itooke this golden Lyou. 

Cef.Thy words confirme the truth. For this bow deed, 


Andkind countche ſhewed to Ceſar inextremes, 


Wie 


FRE FALIANT 


We freely giue you all your hberties, y 

And honourably will returne you home 

With cuerlaſting peace and vanity, 

And this ſhall Ceſar ſpeake vnto thy Fame, 

The valiant Welihman merits honours name. 
Flouriſh. Exennt. 


Enter Bardh, 


Bardh,Tyne cuts off our valiant Welſhmans worth, 
\When longer Sccancs more amply might hauc ſhowne; 


Bur that the Story s tedious torchearſc, 

And we in danger of impatient earcs, 
Which too long repetition might beger. 
Here lcaue we him with Ceſar tull of mirth : 
And now of you old Barah intreates to tell, 
In good or ill, our Story doth exccll. 

It ill, then goc Ito my ftilent Tombe, 

And in my ſhrowde fleepe in the quict earth, 
That did intend to giuea ſecond birth. 

Bur if it pleaſe,then Bardh ſhall tune his ſtrayne, 
To fing this Welſhmans prayſes once againe, 
Bells arc the dead mans mulicke:ere I goe, 


Your Clappers ſound will tell me 1,or no... £x#, 
EPILOGYVE. 


1c are your Tenants, and are come to know, 
Whether the Rent we payde hath pleaſ dorne.” 
If not our Leaſe 15 voyde:but t15 your Lands; 
And theref, 07 you mA) ſeale nt with your haxad?s, 


FINIS. 
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